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PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION. 



This Flay is now published as it was actedi with the 
exception of three short scenes, pp. 45-6, 55-6, and 70*1, and 
three or four short passages denoted by inverted commas. I 
amr aware that, owing to the excision of a portion of the 
underplot, the remaining part of it is neither sufficiently 
developed nor necessary to the Play ; but that the underplot, 
as it first stood, made the Play too long, I do not attempt to 
deny. Indeed, had it been entirely omitted, the dignity of 
historical tragedy would, perhaps, have been better consulted. 
But even had the original underplot been differently presented 
on the first night, I cannot but think that much adverse 
criticism would have been spared the author. 

The Play had not been rehearsed for time, and had never 
had a coihplete and satisfactory rehearsal at all. It was pre- 
maturely announced for representation without my privity or 
consent. The management paid me the high but perilous 
compliment of doing little indeed for " Cromwell," in the way 
of scenery or mounting, which in these days is almost too 
severe a test. I have to return my sincere and warm thanks, 
'for his noble conception of Cromwell, to Mr. Qeorge Eignold, 
at the time labouring under a severe and trying illness, which 
at last induced me to urge him to give up the part, and thereby 
stop the run of the piece. I have to thank Miss Wallis for 
her charming and pathetic delineation of Elizabeth, and 
Mr. Ryder for his powerful and masterly impersonation of 

Ireton. 

Nor can I forget the kindly zeal and talent displayed by Miss 
Marlborough, Mr. G. Neville, Mr. Belford, Mr. VoUaire, Mr. 






IV. PBBFAOB. 

Kilpack, and other performers, who did all in their power, and 
that was not a little, to render *' Cromwell/' in spite of manj 
drawbacks, a success. Originally I introduced into the Play 
the character of Milton, which I was compelled to cut out by 
stage requirements, but some of whose speeches were ad* 
mirably delivered by Mr. Ryder as Ireton. Only one of the 
three visions was represente4 on the stage, although I fought 
hard for the others, and I may mention that I throughout 
protested strenuously against the introduction of a tableau cur- 
tain before the last scene in the Play, as inartistic, and inva- 
riably causing, as I predicted, the audience to mistake it for 
the drop scene and finale of the Play. Nor can I understand 
a tableau curtain being introduced at all when there is lite- 
rally no effect displayed. I conceive that an historical Play 
of the style and pretensions of ** Cromwell*' should have the 
full benefit of scenic art and display which is so freely accorded 
to sensational melodramas and burlesques. " Cromwell" was not 
even allowed a moon, a chorus of Spirits (see Prologue), nor a 
numerically respectable army of supers ; and the fleet, which 
should have been pictured within sight of the old Palace of 
Greenwich, and whose guns should have sounded " the points 
and stops of England's proud reply" to the Ambassadors, 
was simply rendered ludicrous. In short, the Play was 
starved ; and if, despite of this, it increased in favour, and was 
received with acclamation and respect, it cannot be said that 
a taste for the serious drama has died out amongst us. I 
for one am convinced that it has not ; and if managers would 
only bestow upon it the same outlay which is lavished upon 
burlesque, extravaganza, or the sensational productions of the 
play-wright. Tragedy and Comedy would yet hold their own 
upon the British Stage. 

A. B. E. 

November, 1873. 
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TO 



THOMAS OAELYLE. 



Sib, 

To you, of all men in the world, I was most anxious 
to be permitted to dedicate this work, as being the fittest I 
know of to receive such a tribute. The only drawback to. my 
intent was the doubt whether my effort would be esteemed 
worthy of an object which grew, so dear to me in the contem- 
plation of it. I felt justly that in submitting these pages to 
your consideration I courted the severest critical ordeal. It 
18, indeed, gratifying to me to learn that you consider I have 
"done full justice to the essential character of Oliver," 
The objections and suggestions made by you, which you so 
generously observed were " from candour perhaps in excess," 
I have endeavoured tp profit by, so far as I was able, both in 
deference to your authority, and because I felt impressed 
with their value and their weight. And I can honestly say 
that I regarded even your critical fault-findings as compli- 
mentary, since they were proofs of the kindly interest you 
took and the attention you bestowed upon my work. I feel 
conscious, I admit, of having crowded many events within the 
narrow limits of a play ; but in this respect may I not cite the 
example of the 'mighty master' himself? Believe me it is 
with no idea of presuming to contest any point with one 
whom I reverence, as a disciple of one of the philosophers of 
old might have reverenced the chosen guide and teacher of 
his youth, that I venture to say even thus much. 

With regard to your commendation, and the permission to 
inscribe this Drama to you, who have dug out with your own 
mental strength, in this epoch, the statue of our greatest 
practical Eoglishman from under the dust and ashes, and 
layers of foul rubbish which had buried it so long — what can 
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6 DBDIOATOBY LETTER. 

I say, save that I feel, aa it is, that I have not wholly writt^i 
in vain. For have you not, with labour and eloquence and 
vehement truth-telling, made Cbomwell and his work appa- 
rent to this generation, and given him his right place in all 
right-thinking minds, bestowing a new birth on that glorious 
existence among men, with a zeal and industry more valuable 
to mankind than the researches of all the Belzonis and other 
rakers in antiquitv's heaps and ruins who ever lived, were 
they a hundred-fold more numerous and gifbed than they have 
been? All that truly concerns Cromwell came through you 
— you discovered it, and having made it patent, have given it 
in trust to your race. A false Cromwell was all this nation 
knew, before you elucidated the truths of his life. The age 
which succeeded his was as a lava-stream, nay, rather a mud- 
eruption of human baseness and depravily, hiding his trans- 
cendent fame. The golden letters which should have recorded 
his deeds were systematically defaced and smeared out by the 
vile mob of pandars and parasites who desecrated the grave of 
one whose solid work on behalf of England, not even their 
efforts could entirely destroy and nullify, during the Satur- 
naliia of an unutterably mean and degraded reign. To you is 
owing the mental restoration of Cromwell in all true English 
hearts and minds. Through you, we have, in the words of a 
sonnet addressed to your genius, which I have read with great 

delight, 

** Our English Cromwell truly throned at last !** 

To you, I offer that which, poor and faulty as it is, derives 
all that it has of truth — all that is not unworthy of its subject 
— from your grand delineation, the earnest work of your 
hands guided by your soul. May that deUneation and that 
work fructify in this and future ages ! May it teach earnest- 
ness to youth and purpose to manhood ! Never in any period 
of our history was such teaching, in my humble apprehension, 
more needed. If vice reigned unrebuked in the age of 
Charles II, and morality was then openly defied by the 
* Abbot of Misrule,' and the * G-oddess of Unreason,' there 
exists perhaps now a wider-spread flippancy and demoralisa- 
tion, one of the results of which is the false use of words and 
terms, and the creation of * slang.' If this were carried much 
further, we should be in danger of adopting an universal 
thieves' language throughout the Anglo-Saxon world. For as 
our criminal classes are wont to call ugly things by false and 
facetious names — a sort of unconscious tribute to conscience 
on their part — is not the politer argot of society an evidence 
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of similar deterioration of principle ? And in this deteriora- 
tion, have not many of our tneatres, which ought to be 
^ national instructors ' in a far different sense, notably of late 
assisted, with their studied and frivolous tributes to the low 
and degraded taste, which it has for some time been their eyil 
destiny, not only to encourage and foster, but create ? 

The disease may be less fierce in the present day than it 
has been in past seasons of moral plague ; but the entire 
system is more languid, so far as I can form any diagnosis of 
the national case. There is more knowledge, but less wisdom ; 
and good and evil, right and wrong, are so ground down in the 
' civilising ' mill, that a species of &8ion has taken place. 

If the expression of these thoughts be deemed an intrusion 
and an impertinence here, I can only say that they are in some 
degree a result in my mind — a false one it may be— of that 
study of English character as it existed two centuries ago, 
opened out to me by your great work on Cromwell, and com- 
pared by me with what appear to be some of the mental cha- 
racteristics and habits of thought of the present age. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 

Your most obedient faithful servant^ 

THE ATJTHOE. 



London, March 16^A, 1870. 
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Am played at the Queen's Thbatbb, Dec, 2l9t, 1872. 
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CROMWELL. 



PEOLOGUE. 



ST. IVES, 

1634. 

Cromwell's house at st. ives. 

An Oak Apartment with Doors JR. and L, 1, E, Large 
Window J, Fireplace R S. E, Cromwell dis- 
covered sitting near, at Table It, C, vnth little Bess (a 
child) on his knee, Richard^ his son, sitting on a stool 
near him^ shaping a toy boat with a knife. Mistress 
Cromwell is seated L, C. at spinning wheel. Music 
* a^ Curtain rises, 

Crom, What said you ? * Ship-money/ you rogue ! 

Rich, Nay, father, I said money for a ship, as you 
promised me, to sail on the moat. 

Crom. You said * ship-money,* Dickon, but if I pro- 
mised, there! {gives him money) Go, boy! and you 
sweet-hearts ! {to the rest of the children) to bed, [embraces 
them) and before you sleep, seek to call down a blessing 
on this house in prayer. Good night ! 

Children go off R, \. E. 

Mist, Crom, You are yourself again, husband ! when 
you are like this. 

Crom, Ay, for their sakes and for thine, I have relin- 
quished all thought of taking action in these troublous 
times. Yet, T could wish 

Mist, Crom, There ! {placing her hand on his mouth) 

2 



10 CBOMWELL. [PBOL. 

Forgive me ! but I fear lest you excite yourself to wrath 
again. If your friends would but leave us in peace^ and 
cease to bring you evil news. 

Enter an aged Man Servant^ L. 1. E. 

Serf). Some gentlemen desire speech of you, sir. 

Mist, Crom. Say that your master would be private, 
as he has of late been sorely unwell. 

Orom. Nay, I will be denied to none. Wife, see that 
suitable cheer be provided. A double flagon of Burgundy, 
and some of our last October brewing. 

Mist. Crom. {aside) Now will they utterly upset all 
the good that I and the children have been doing these 
five days past. 

Enter Sir Simon Neville^ Harrison^ Whalletfy and 
BradshaWy L. 1. E.y shown in by servant. 

Crom. Good evening, neighbour ! How is it with 
you. Master Whalley, and you ? (to Harrison). Gentle- 
men ! I bid you welcome to Slepe Hall. 

( They salute him. 

Sir Simon. Slepe Hall ! Truly a suitable name, friend 
Oliver. Here, you can dream life away pleasantly, 
fattening beeves, and teaching our worthy citizens of St. 
Ives and Huntingdon a lesson in the brewing of strong 
ale. 

Har. These are not times when men should doze 
quietly at home. 

Mist. Crom. In my poor judgment, our lord of the 
fens here doth better service in turning unwholesome 
marshes to fruitful pasture, than by imbroiling himself in 
the troublous dissensions of the times. 

Enter Servant withflagonSy glass, 8fc. 
(Mistress Cromwell serves the guests.) 

Sir Simon. Stick to your mash-tubs. Master Oliver. 
And give us also good beef and mutton, instead of bad 
law and sour divinity, (drinks) This is rare stuff. I 
thought only to taste your October, which you dispense 
with such generosity. 

All sit. Servant helps them, places Tray, 8fc., on Table, 
and Exits L. 1. E. during dialogue. 
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FROL.] CROMWELL. 1 1 

Mist. Crom, To be called a brewer for his pains. I 
wonder what our ancestor^ Lord Essex, would have 
thought of su,ch a distinction, or what Sir Oliver of 
Hinchinbroke would say, if it should come to his ears. 

Orom. Tush ! wife. Let men call me what they will. 
Essex hath long been where no earthly vanities avail, and 
as for Sir Oliver, he would have done better, methinks, 
had he even sold good beer made with the water of 
Hinchinbrook. 'Twould have helped to pay for the Royal 
entertainment which beggared him, and. sent him to squat 
like a moulting mallard in Ramsey mere. She never can 
forget that she is the daughter of a knight. Nay, I 
prithee forgive me, dear wife. 

Sir S. Such a breeder of stock as you. Master Oliver, 
ought to have some faith in race. I saw, as I rode hither, 
a rare flock, marked O.C. No man who can breed such 
sheep should mix with party strife. What factious 
demagogue ever made money in his legitimate calling ? 
'Tis always your bankrupt trader who is eager to settle 
the balance-sheet of a nation. 

Crom. That there should be private rogues over- 
zealous to regulate the business of public fools is no argu« 
ment against the patriotism of honest men. It is well for 
any one to believe himself well born, if he act up to that 
which he reverences. 'Tis only when birth is the excuse 
for mean and clownish actions, that were it even Royal, I 
would speak of it with disdain. 

Mist. Crom, And suffer yourself to be called " brewer," 
just as if you were a trader, and sold beer to the town. 

Crom, I would it were the worst thing they have said 
of me. 

Brad. Truly, this ale is the best I ever drank. 

Mist. Crom, Yes, and my husband gives it away to 
half the neighbourhood. 

Strode. I do not wonder that they, who have received 
none, slander him. 

Whal. May I ask how you have attained this perfec- 
tion in that which is itself a trade ? 

Mist, Crom, Oh, ^tis just the same in everything that 
he touches. He will be best in all. 
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Child enters R, 1. E., whispers Mistress Cromwell, 

who goes off with her It. 1, E. 

Crom, I will tell you how it was. When Sir Oliver 
of Hinchinhrook was ruined, my father lived in the place, 
till Sir Sydney Montague bought it. I learnt there the 
method which has pleased some of my friends so well, 
that they call me by the title which so sore offendeth my 
good dame. 

But of this no more ! 
Never did man more need good fellowship 
To purify his soul. 

Sir S. How so, I pray ? 

Crom, I have had here a lawyer with his friend, 
A foreign alchemist, with store of drugs 
And tricks to tamper with our English food. 

Har. I trow they heard hard words, if they 'scaped 
bruises. 

Orom. I told them that it grieved me much I could not 
Deal with them as I wished. 

Oh, had I power, 
I'd hang all tamperers with our food and drink. 
Who knows where ends their subtle chemistry ? 
A nation's very brain through arts like these 
May soften and degenerate. There are some 
Who cheat the poor in weight and measure ; these, 
To their own doors and counters nailed, should fright 
All petty vermin with the wholesome view 
Of their own kind so justly dealt with. 

Sir S. No English lawyer could be found so vile 
As he you mention ; you have been deceived. 
I'll wager that you do not know his name. 
Or where he practises. ^ 

Crom. Now, 'twere no sin 

To mulct your worship roundly. 'Tis one Shard, 
I say, of Felsted. Tut ! I could a score 
As bad, nay, worse than he, find in a day, 
Devourers of the heedless and the poor. 
Man-eaters of our towns and villages. 

Sir S. I do not think such instances exist. 

Crom, Because that you are prosperous. They are rife 
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Within the daily practice of the Law ; 
Common as spiders' webs in autumn. 

Sir S, Mere exceptions. 

Crom. 'Tis a fungous growth will end 

By general infection of the trunk . 
And body politic from root to twig. 
Attorneys on corruption thrive alone. 
Ill-will's confessors^ ministers of greed. 
Priests of dissension, teachers of chicane. 
They would embrace all functions, who were once 
Lean, hungry scriveners, waiting men's behests. 
With inkhorn at the girdle, cap in hand. 
That now usurp and get control of all ; 
Estates and titles, muniments and deeds : 
£'en seats in Parliament are ofttimes gained 
Through influence base as this. [Rises ^ 

Sir S, We cannot live 

Without such agency. 

Cram. Then better die. 

Men lived without in England's happier days. 
What news from London, Master Harrison ? 

Sar, The writ for ship-money hath been issued. 
John Hampden stands foremost of those who refuse to pay. 

Crom. Ha! foremost, say you? An obstinate man 
and a true. What else ? 

- Har, Attorney-General Noy is dead, and the vintners 
drink lusty carouses, doubtless wishing him where he can 
annoy them no more. 

Crom. A rascal common as your jest. They will soon 
find another to dare decree injustice by law, and so rouse 
the spirit of Englishmen. (Walks up and dovm?) It 
will find me out — it will, I say! John Hampden, fore^ 
most ? Hah ! 

Sir S. You seem disturbed, neighbour Oliver. 

Sar. I have not seen him wear so angry an aspect, 
since Prynne's ears were cropped off in the pillory. 

Sir. S. He deserved it, for writing a book with such a 
name. 

Orom. Now, by the Book of Books! You are my 
friend and guest, or I would say that you deserved your 
tongue cut out for so base a scoff. 
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Sir S. (risinff). Ab you please, good brother justice of 
the King's peace ! Shall we meet again in London, think 
you ? You are not likely to be wanted again in Parlia- 
ment very sooa. 

Crom. Would that there were a Parliament, not of 
factious, aelf-eeeking hypocrites, but of true and earnest 
men, skilled in the saving policy which makes empires 
great, strong in the individual fear of Heaven, fierce in the 
universal hatred of idolatry and all its works. To such a 
Parliament shall I be summoned soon, or England shall 
cease to be herself. 

Sir S.. He is fermenting, like his own strong ale. Be 
wise, friend Oliver! in time. Where are your feoffees 
and advowsons, your lecturers, and lay parsons already? 

Orom. Begone 1 I will not answer you after your 
folly. Go, denounce me as you will to Laud, or to the 
king Charles Stuart himself. 

sir S. Nay, I am no informer. This fit will pass off and 
then — Well, farewell, neighbour, till then. 

[Exit L.l.E. 

Oram. A passable, kind, foolish man, of a metal 
designed to he ground into powder between truth and 
falsehood, right and wrong. Yet I am sorry that I did 
upbraid him in mine own place. And so John Hampden 
hath declared himself openly in defiance of the King 1 

Har. Even so. 

Crom. Then he must not lack aid. 

JVTtal. Show us how to give it, and we will follow you 
to the death. 

Crom. There are many in this neighbourhood who 
must be summoned together. Let us do so under pretext 
of further draining of the fens. Then will I to London 
and see Pym and Hampden and St. John. Above all, let 
each get arms and drill. Each must be a soldier ready 
to make soldiers of others. I have already studied 
the art. 

Har. You! Surely you jest. 

Crom. Hath not Heaven soldiers, as well as a King? 
Every servant on this estate is a trained pikeman and 
musketeer. 
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Har, Let us enrol ourselves forthwith. 

Brad. Truly our friend here is a wonderful man. 
No matter what he undertakes. 

Crom. Because I do it with all my heart. It may seem 
a small thing — a few pike or matchlock men. Do you 
know the value of beginnings ? 

What said he who is gone? — that thought within me 
ferments. Ay^ doth it^ and from that shall come the 
bright clear draught of truth, which I will pour into the 
souls of other men to strengthen or intoxicate them at 
will. 

There's not a human being on the earth 
But would indeed account me frenzy's fool. 
Were I to plumb for him the secret depth 
Of my soul's hidden thought. Yet what have been 
The greatest rulers that mankind have known^ 
But naked children born into the world 
With brain a little heavier than the rest ? 
All happens strangely opportune. O wife ! 
Henceforth your gentle arguments are vain. . 
If quitting home and peace I peril all. 
It sanctifies resolve. 

Bright blade, which from thy sober sheath I draw 
Thus slowly {draws his sword and holds it up), 

'Tis to point thee unto Heaven^ 
And consecrate a thought ! 

Har. Mark him ! 

Brad, What means this solemn adjuration ? 

What. Nay, who knows ! 
And who knows him that stands there thus entranced 
With lifted arm ; but he is one with us ; 
Of that be certain. 

Sebyant enters L. \. E. 
Set. So please you. Master Ireton. 

Ireton enters L. 1. B,, booted and spurred, as from 

a journey. 

Crom. Ha ! welcome, friend. Whence come you last ? 

[Takes his hand. 
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Ire. From Hampden do I come^ 
With letters, greetings, and kind messages. 

Crom. Then let me grasp your hand again, 'tis fresh 
From touch of one who is hefore us all 
In purpose and in time. Be't thus no more. 
Draw then your swords, while mine remains unsheathed^ 
And so stand pledged together. 

{Tliey draw their awards ») 

'Tis well done ! 
The doom we now have traced in empty air. 
We'll carve on granite o'er the grave of wrong. 
You will not pay this most unrighteous tax. 
To pamper foreign bigotry with food 
Snatched from our children's mouths ? Nor we in sooth. 
I do protest we must defend the king 
Against himself and England's enemies. 
I see your ears still grace your head ; as yet 
He hath escaped the pillory ! Stout Prynne's 
The barber's art stitched on again ; rare boon 
To tortured honesty. 

{To Ireton) You are fatigued 
And travel- worn. I pray you walk within. 

Ire, First, hear these proclamations of the king, 
As you are loyal, humble, and content. 
The tradesman now is forced to sell at loss 
By his paternal care. But yester-week 
I saw a farmer in the pillory 
Who first had suffered a most grievous fine. 
Because he asked a price that should repay 
His toil and outlay. All sound liberty 
Is in each trade restricted and destroyed. 
A tavern-keeper may not dress a meal 
Within his house. A butcher may not feed 
The cattle he doth kill. No Englishman 
May henceforth choose the place of his abode. 
The rights of property exist no more. 
Houses are pulled down ; shops are closed by force. 
Extortion flourishes. Bude soldiers brawl. 
And curse and stab in quiet English homes 
Filled with strange shrieks like pillaged towns in war. 



PBOL.] CBOMWELL. 17 

No one, with means however small, is safe 

From the extortioners demanding loans 

To fill the Royal ever-craving need. 

Those merchants' goods are seized who will not pay 

Illegal duty for their hales. '^ One Richard Chambers 

Being thus dealt with ventured to complain. 

In Turkey there is more encouragement ; 

Straightway committed he now rots in gaol. 

Sir Robert Cotton and Sir Richard Coke, 

The latter on his death-bed, have been reft 

Of all their books and records ; e'en the will 

Of the last eminent man is ta'en away — 

So great injustice lives 

Crom. Hold ! " no more. 

Lest rage imperil all, ere we can arm. 
What say the people of this godless rule ? 

Ire. All sympathy is fined ; most trifling words 
Put in the mouths of honest men by spies 
Are held sufficient to strip them of 
Their dear life-earnings. Villany 
Is everywhere at work. Informers thrive. 
And manhood perishes. 

Crom. Henceforth no wonder lives; since Ebglishmen 
Endure such things as these. Yet wer't not for 
The foreign element and priestly rule 
Which would enslave us, I would brook worse wrongs; 
Since those a nation bears within herself 
Time may amend. But when the throne is leagued 
With treacherous priestcraft and vile mummery 
Against our faith, our freedom, true allies — 
'Tis time, indeed, to act. 

Ire, Upon us call , 

From far-off dungeons, Bastwick, Bjlston, Prynne, ^^/ 

Whose faithful wives are threatened with like doom, ' 

Should they attempt to see their martyred lords. 

Crom. There is such cruelty doth steel a king 
At issue with his subjects, as a wolf 
Let loose 'mid tender sucklings in the fold. 

WhaL Ay, he lent ships to France for bloody work, 
To crush the Huguenots at La Rochelle. 

Brad. Plotted with bigot Spain to slay the Dutch. 
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S.aT, His Queen a foreign Jezebel^ who deals 
With England as a dowry Satan's self 
For her vile use had given — 

Crom. Say no more ! 

Our friend is sore fatigued. He needs a change. 
You know the old place, show him where to lie. 
Do me this favour: till the evening meal^ 
I pray you give me liberty. 

[Exeunt R. 1. E. 

Crom. Hampden is foremost, then — whilst I at home 
Thus bandy speech. How softly falls the night. 

[Goes to window L. 
Oh ! if there be a power to tempt my soul 
To slumber, 'tis the fear from them to part, 
Whose little lives lie trembling in yon room. 
But in the hand of all- wise Providence. 
Lo! if I dwell in Meshech, blackness — still. 
In this my Kedar tarry — may they not 
Be snatched from me the same? In one fell week 
Some cruel fever veiled like shadowy nun, 
Lead my beloved nestlings one by one 
Bound some dark corner, never to return; 
And leave me rooted as in harrowing dream 
Within a voiceless hall? I'll weigh no more 
God^s promise in the huckstering scales of man. 
A mighty avenue invites my steps, 
Down which Heaven's bright and sworded Angels point 
Like marble statues to the goal beyond. 
d Tyranny ! I give the^hostages 
Dearer than life, to conquer thee or die ! 

(Enter Mistress Cromwell). 

Here comes the truest wife who e'er devised ^ 

To trip resolve with thread. {Aloud) What seek you here ? 

Mist, Crom, Your promise and your heart. 

Crom, You talk just like 

A lover^s posy or a valentine. 

Mist. Crom* I will not speak of what concerns me not. 

Crom. Go, hurry supper, that concerns you most. 

Mist. Crom. Be not a traitor to your happiness. 

Crom. I'll not be traitor unto Heaven or you. 
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Mist Crom. Oh husband, jest not thus at such a time ; 
For I know all. 
• Crom. Then have you nought to learn. 

Mist. Crom. Have I so lost your confidence, that thus 
You mock your patient wife ? What is't you mean 
About the King ? Why drew you forth your swords. 
As pointing to some dread arbitrement ? 
What means this secrecy ? 

Your little Bess, 
Who cries to kiss you, struggling still with sleep. 
Doth join her prattle to my heart-wrung prayer. 
That you be led not by these factious men 
To seek a rebel's doom. 

Crom, Tush ! I am led 

By none. 

Mist. Crom. O curst ambition, fatal spell ! 

Orom. O Light 

Eternal, guide my steps to light 1 Now, hear ! 
As you have been a true and constant wife. 
Support my firm resolve with silent faith ; 
Smooth with obedience every fretting care. 
Lest thou contribute unto doom through loss 
Of sleep, of food, of time and thought to him 
Who battles with the world. 

Mist, Crom. Oh, if there were 

But hope in thy so desperate attempt 
Against the King and State ! 

Orom. Women's prayers 

Cling to victorious banners, and success 
Is right with them. 

Mist. Orom. I care not, right or wrong. 

So thou dost triumph. 

Crom. Pray then unto Heaven, 

Not for vain triumph, but that truth prevail; 
Whatever the issue be to me or mine. 
Betake thee to thy cares. One half-hour hence 
Come here to seek me. Leave me now alone. 

[Kisses her tenderly on the forehead. 
Exit MiSTRBss Cromwell.' 

Alone ! We never are ^lone. For One 
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Is always with us^ or in peace or wrath^ 
And His invisible spirits move around^ 
That in our grosser moments may not thrill 
The soul with mystic dread ; but when we fast 
And pray for commune with the world beyond , 
'Tis then they whisper to the strained sense. 
Like twilight breezes on a desert shore. 
Their ghostly messages. And sometimes then 
They mock our eyes with undefined form ; 
As in my boyhood once a giant Shape 
Stood towering in the moon-lit orchard near. 

And told me 

Hush ! Who stirs behind me there ? 
Thou! Wife ! Elizabeth? There's no one nigh. 
Yet, at my very side (looks round), but now a Voice 
Called me by name. 

[He staggers to seat, It. C. 

What strange oppression this 

That weighs upon my brow, and every sense 

Invites to slumber ! Let me rest awhile. 

The Scene opens behind and discloses a hattle-Jield in 
which the mounted figure of CROMWKiiL himself is 
prominent, toith hare head, hewing his way through 
the enemy. Then it dissolves, and another scene 
appears, showing him in the House of (Commons in 
the act of seizing the Speaker^s mace. Then the 
second vision disappears, and the Scene of the Execu-- 
tion of Charles I. is beheld, the kneeling figure of the 
monarch and the headsman with uplifted axe. The 
form of Cromwell, leaning on his black war-horse, 
is seen in the foreground, as if ordering the blow to 
descend. During the above is heard a Chant of Voices 
to solemn music. 

Voices. Spirits ! who the scene unrolled 
To the Hebrew seer of old ; 
When from brow of mountain hoar 
Looked he forth to palm- crowned Zoar ; 
Ijet this tranced mortal see 
That which he must do and be; 
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Veil nought from his steadfast look^ 
Save the last page in life's book : 
Withered leaves must sigh and shake. 
Ere the great oak bend and break — 
Pride on land and boast at sea — 
All things perish, so must he. 

Star-throned ministers of Night ! 
Aid him with prophetic light ; 
Terror's dread rehearsal show. 
Sternest agony of woe. 
Through the purple mist of tears 
Laving the unhallowed years. 

Now, the vision ended, sing 

' Farewell, greater than a king !' 

As we melt with fleecy wing 

Far away, the white spheres ring. 

Our faint music echoing ; 

Earth chimes answer — Ding dong ding, 

[The hells of the Church of St. Ives are heard 
pealing as the music dies away* 

Cromwell starts up. Moonlight is now seen streaming 

through the unndow^ L. H. 

Crom. Gone ! M ock me not, but speak, ye angel tongues^ 
As men to men. I have but slept awhile. 
And dreamed strange visions. Ay, but dreams to make 
A prophet of this flesh. Once more they said 
' Greater than king.' What's greater than a king ? 
An emperor ? A man, if he o'ercome one. 
'* O, speak again ! Fled ! Fled ! Ye stars that light 
The arch profound of Heaven, shine all your peace 
Into my troubled spirit — else, be out ! 
And let the veil of undissolving gloom 
For ever hide that death-block. 

[During this Ireton and the others have en* 
tered and watched him from back of Scene, 
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Enter Mistress Cromwell hurriedly. She speaks to 

them and they come forward. 

Hush ! Who comes ? 
Waking with mortal tread remembrance tame 
Of what I am, or was, an hour ago ; 
For by this hand^ I burn to do such things 
As— 

Mist. Crom. Husband ! You're not well. Oh ! speak 

to me. 

Crom. Ay, that I will. You see, I fell asleep. 
When you had gone. Did any of you hear 
The chimes from yonder belfry peal but now ! 

Mist. Crom. I was about to ask you if you did. 
'Tis passing strange : the keys of the Church doors 
Are here. No one has entrance. 

Ire. 'Tis some freak 

Of village bell-ringers. 

Mist. Crom. Are you not ill ? 

IVhal. He does indeed look pale. We heard you talk 
Aloud. 

Crom. What said I ! Did you note the theme 
Of my discourse ? 

Ire. You spokfe some words about 

A prophet and a king, of Heaven and stars, 
Of trouble and a death-block. 

Crom. A mere dream ! 

To supper, friends. One moment, ere I come ; 
Let's to the children, wife. I fain would see 
Their little smiling faces. Tut ! a dream. 

l^Chorm heard faintly and indistinctly afar. 

Farewell ! greater than a king. 
As we melt with fleecy wing. 
Far away, the white sphere ring. 
Our faint music echoing. 

[They all listen with rapt attention.^' 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

An extensive Landscape, C. A Country Inn, with D. of 
Entrance C. R. 2 E. The Gates leading to the Man- 
sion of Sir Simon Neville. 

Enter Sir Simon with Florence R. 2. E. 

Flor. Oh, listen to my prayer, 
I cannot wed him. Father, make me not 
For ever wretched. 

Sir Sim. 'Tis a good young man 

And wealthy — no fool like his brother — 'fool,' 
Said I? A perfect dolt, to give away 
His heritage to Basil. He'll give nought 
Again. Come, girl! I would not have you wed 
For money only, understand. No ! No! 
Pooh ! marriage will bring love enough in time. 

Jf^or. I am happy as I am. 

Sir Sim. Wouldst drive me mad? 
Well favoured, full of health, lands joining too? 
What morex^ouldst wish for, girl? 

Flor. Dear Father ! 

Sir Sim. Mark ! 

Baulk me in this ! Go ! Perish ! Starve ! I care not. 
Oh, who would be a father ! 

Flor. Oh, sir, pray 

Spare me — I'll think — I'll try. Be kind to me ! 

Sir Sim. If I were passionate, unkind, and harsh. 
You'd be less cruel to the old man, girl I 
This disobedience causes my ill health. 

Flor. Ob ! father, say not so. 

Sir Sim. You should obey me. 

Your mother ne'er opposd me thus — 
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Flor, (aside) Alas! 

The breath of her whole life was one long sigh. 
Her only happy smile the last. 

Sir Sim, Love! Stuff! 

Your mother did not love me when we wed. 

Flor, Well, father, leave me to myself awhile, 
I would obey you if I could. 

Sir Sim. There! There! 

Now you talk sensibly. Who loves you like 
Your poor old father? He but lives for you. 
You know you can do what you please with me. 
But I must have obedience. This is well. [Exeunt R. 

JSw^er Arthur Walton and William, L, S.JE, 

Arth. There is nought changed ; yet what a world of care 
Of sorrow, passion, pleasure have I known. 
Since I last stood in this remembered spot. 
I feel like one who, having long perused 
Some strange and chequered tale, at length reverts 
Unto himself again. 

Will. Now who would think 

Old England had been scene of so much strife 
During our absence, sir ! Look at that sign. 

Arth. Ay,, what of that ? 

Will. What of it ? why the king's head painted out. 
That's all. 

Arth. That sign ! Twas once the royal head of James ; 
Some thirsty limner passing made it Charles : 
I've heard it said 'twas e'en our good Queen Bess. 
And now 'tis nought. What shall it be again ? 
Well, take this letter to my brother. Learn 
All that you can, and meet me near the inn. 

[Exit Arthur R. 

Will. So this publican hath ceased to be a sinner ! 
To think of old Gurton being called Newborn. Gadso, 
he babbles of religion, like the tap which his boy left 
running this morning to see the troop of cavaliers go by. 
Yet I marked that Gurton swore roundly, ere Newborn 
found his voice to upbraid. O Gurton ! how utterly shalt 
thou be damned 
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Unter Host from Inn C. 

Host. It did seem to me that thou wast discoursing 
aloud in prayer. Does thy master desire any creature 
comfort ? 

Will. Master Gurton ! Your stomach hath kept pace 
with your righteousness. 

Host. Ha ! who hath told «ie thy carnal name ? It /^^ ^/ 
doth remind me of the bonds of the flesh. ' 

Will. Do you not know me? I am William Nut- 
brown. 

Host. Nay ! What ! my old friend Will, that had his 
love-child fathered on me ? Why, he was a youth ! 

Will. He was — a youth of promise. Behold the ful- 
filment in these legs, this mauly breast. 

Host. Oh, wonderful ! and to think that I knew you 
not. But you are horribly and most abominably improved. 
Will Nutbrown to be sure, and whence come you ? 

Will. From the land of beccaficos, mine old Newborn ! 
but you understand me not. You have merely observed 
the growth of calves and chickens, the ebb and flow of 
October ale, the decay of local pigeon-houses, and the 
renewal of the parish stocks. Your sole chronicle hath 
been the ripe birth of undistinguishable curly-headed 
village children — and the green burial of undistinguished 
village bald old men hath been your only lesson. You 
have simply acquired amazement at the actions of the man 
of experience. Does a quart measure still hold a quart ? 

Host. Alas ! more. These be sore times for us. There 
hath been a Parliamentary inquiry into weights and 
measures, and last Michaelmas was a year — 

Will. You shall tell me all this anon. 

Host. And art thou a vessel of grace, or a brand given 
unto the burning ? Of a verity — 

WiU. Come, no lies with me ! I shall doubt you, if 
you utter a canting word, except in your calling. But 
tell me the reason of this change, seeing that the cavaliers 
should be your best friends ? 

Host. Friend Will! I will tell you. The cavaliers 
drink lustily, and of claret and sherris with spice, whereas 
the elect do chiefly aflect ale. But oh. Will, when I did 
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evil one. (To William aside) Speak quickly, some words 
of grace. 

Sar. Thou hearest. Sin-despise ! Lo ! I myself have 
wrestled with the Powers of Darkness (To William) 
In what shape appeareth he ? * 

Will, With horns an't please you, {aside) very like 
Master Newborn here. 

Ire. Here we need counsel, and he raves of dreams 
And devils. Come, Harrison ! 
Will you not hear how fortune dawns on us ? 

Sar. Heard you of Falkland's death at Newbury ? 

Ire. I did. On either side in this sad war 
The good and noble seem the ripest fruit. 
And so fall first. 

Sar. Thus let them perish ! All 

Who strive against the Lord. 
Is Cromwell nigh ? 

Ire. He wiM be here anon. 
Now, men, to quarters. In four hours we march 
To join Lord Essex. See your girths are slacked. 
Your pistols primed, your beasts fed, and your souls 
Watching for grace. 

[Exeunt Harrison and Ireton , C. 

BowTELL approaches William. 

Bow. I say, wilt thou discourse ? 

Another Sold. Give him a text. 

Bow. He lacketh speech. He is a dumb Amalekite. 

Sold. I will even awaken him with a prick of my 
sword. 

Host. (Aside to William) Say something for thy. life ! 

Sost. (aside) Thou couldst talk fast enough just now. 

Bow. Here is a stool. Let him mount thereon. 

Will, (aside) I will practise on their ignorance {mounts 
the stool). 

Will. Of all thirsts there be none like that of righteous- 
ness — 

Soldiers. Hum! 

Will. For strong ale. 

Bow. Lift up thy voice higher, lest we stumble in the 
dark. 



28 OEOMWELL. [act I, 

Witt, {aside) I would I could remember a text ! {aloud) 
The General Cromwell hath^ they say^ a red nose^ which 
I look upon as a great sign. 

%i%d Sold, Ha ! Blasphemest thou ? 

\8t Sold. He scoffeth. . 

i,nd Sold. Down with him. 

Host O fool ! There will be blood spilt. 

[Trumpet y L. H. 

[They drag William down and buffet him, the Host vainly 
endeavouring to interfere. As Sin-Despisb draws 
his sword, the trumpets sound outside to saddle. 

Enter Harrison. 

Har. Why dally ye ? To horse ! 
The malignant Goring is nigh. 
[The Soldiers leave immediately. The trumpets are still 

heard sounding. Exeunt all save William and 

Host — 

Host. These be now your civil wars. Didst mark, he 
said all should be paid ? Now with them that were here 
and about, there were some fourscore and ten quarts, that 
might have been drunk, had they but stayed an hour or 
so, and now they ride off thirsty to be killed. 

Will. It would have been worse, had they drunk all, 
and then departed in that military haste which precludes 
payment. 

Host. Ay, thou wilt have thy jest. Come in. 

Will. I must seek my master. I will join you anon. 

Host goes into house, C. y William, L. 

He-enter Arthdr. 

Arth. In yon deep halcyon sky the stars are lit 
For Evening Service of Seraphic quires. 
The moon hangs low ; her golden orb enwrapt 
In nest of white woof edged with amber gleams. 
That leaves the eye in doubt, as swelling die 
Round trills of music on th' enraptured ear. 
Where it doth fade in blue or softly quicken. 
How, as I came, each glittering blade of grass 
Was doubled by its shadow on the ground. 
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While myriad dew-drops hang the trees with light ! 
Can evil hearts throb near a scene like this ? 

Re-enter William. 
WtU, Master^ your cousin comes. 

Enter Florencb. 

Arth. {saluting her) Fair cousin^ thus 
I claim a young relationship now grown 
Old in long absence. 

Flor. {rushing towards him) Arthur) dear^ dear 
Arthur ! 

Sir, I have cause to seek this interview. 
Needing protection. Nay, I trust, so doing, 
I have not erred. 'Tis long since we have met 

Arth. {aside) Is all her nature, art? How sweet a 
face! 

{Aloud) Fair cousin, tell me, for most strange it seems, 
How *tis that under your own father's roof 
You need protection? 

Fhr. Cousin, I have come 

First to entreat that you will use this gold. 
Indeed you can repay me shortly when 
Your brother is more just. It is for him 
I offer it— 

Arth. For him ! Is't true you are 
Betrothed ? 

Flor. My father wills so. 

Arth. I need not 

This bounty. 

Flor. Cousin, take it, I implore. 
Will you refuse me ? 

Arth. Nay, I cannot take it ; 

But coin my heart in thanks. 

Flor. A well-worn heart 
In more than thanks, if all I hear be true. 

Arth. That you have heard is false. 

I never loved 
In all my life,' (aside) and fear to do so now. 

Fhr. Such evil has been coupled with your name 
In my continual hearing, that at length 
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My obstinate part refused all credence more; 
Andy not content to limit such belief. 
Unlearned the lesson to its alphabet. 

Arth. For which accept my thanks. 'Twas generous. 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

Flor, Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sights 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth, You are too kind ! 

Flor. And was that tale of Venice really true ? 
And did you fly from Bruges in the night. 
Being threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
'Twill give these tales a countenance. 

Arth. Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

Flor, Pardon me ! 

I meant not to offend you. 

Arth. Sweet Florence ! go not yet. 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear. 
To utter, and as many questions, Florence ! 
To ask you of yourself. You do not love ; 
You cannot love my brother — 

Flor. But alas I 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth. You'll not wed Basil ? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough I I would not have you marry him ; 
For your own sake. 

{Aside) Would I might add for mine! 
But I am beggared. 

{Aloud) Cousin ! fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your friend 
And kinsman. 

Flor. As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tis but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible I 

I need it not. I bear a letter here 
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Commending me unto the GeAeral Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find, 
Should it be needed. 

Flor. Nay then, fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit It,2.E 

Arth. For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field, 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. [Exit L. U. E. 



SCENE II. 

AN AFAKTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Enter Lady Cromwell, jB. 1. E., followed by Ladies in 

Attendance. 

Lady Crom, Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt M, 1, E, 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
him, as if he were indeed a king ^ 

Enter Elizabeth E, 1, E. 

My dear child, where have you been ? 

Eliz. In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unperceived, and 

approaches them. 
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Enter Mistress Cromwell hurriedly. She speaks to 

them and they come forward. 

Hush ! Who comes ? 
Waking with mortal tread rememhrance tame 
Of what I am^ or was^ an hour ago ; 
For by this hand^ I burn to do such things 
As 

Mist. Crom. Husband ! You're not well. Oh ! speak 

to me. 

Crom. Ay, that I will. You see, I fell asleep. 
When you had gone. Did any of you hear 
The chimes from yonder belfry peal but now ! 

Mist. Crom. I was about to ask you if you did. 
*Tis passing strange : the keys of the Church doors 
Are here. No one has entrance. 

Ire. *Tis some freak 

Of village bell-ringers. 

Mist. Crom. Are you not ill ? 

IVhal. He does indeed look pale. We heard you talk 
Aloud. 

Crom. What said I ! Did you note the theme 
Of my discourse ? 

Ire. You spok^ some words about 

A prophet and a king, of Heaven and stars. 
Of trouble and a death-block. 

Crom. A mere dream 1 

To supper, friends. One moment, ere I come ; 
Let's to the children, wife. I fain wpuld see 
Their little smiling faces. Tut ! a dream. 

[^Chorus heard faintly and indistinctly afar. 

Farewell ! greater than a king. 
As we melt with fleecy wing. 
Far away, the white sphere ring. 
Our faint music echoing. 

\_They all listen with rapt attention.^* 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

An extensive Landscape, C. A Country Inn, with D. of 
Entrance C. JR. 2 E. The Gates leading to the Man- 
sion of Sir Simon Neville. 

Enter Sir Simon with Florence B. 2. E. 

Flor. Oh, listen to my prayer, 
I cannot wed him. Father, make me not 
For ever wretched. 

Sir Sim. 'Tis a good young man 

And wealthy — ^nofool like his brother — ^fool,* 
Said I? A perfect dolt, to give away 
His heritage to Basil. He'll give nought 
Again. Come, girl! I would not have you wed 
For money only, understand. No ! No! 
Pooh ! marriage will bring love enough in time. 

Fhr. I am happy as I am. 

Sir Sim. Wouldst drive me mad? 
Well favoured, full of health, lands joining too? 
"What more^^ouldst wish for, girl? 

Flor. Dear Father ! 

Sir Sim. Mark ! 

Baulk me in this ! Go ! Perish ! Starve ! I care not. 
Oh, who would be a father ! 

Flor. Oh, sir, pray 

Spare me — I'll think — I'll try. Be kind to me ! 

Sir Sim. If I were passionate, unkind, and harsh. 
You'd be less cruel to the old man, girl ! 
This disobedience causes my ill health. 

Flor. Ob ! father, say not so. 

Sir Sim. You should obey me. 

Your mother ne'er opposd me thus — 
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Flor. {aside) Alas! 

The breath of her whole life was one long sigh. 
Her only happy smile the last. 

Sir Sim. Love! Stuff! 

Your mother did not love me when we wed. 

Flor. Well, father, leave me to myself awhile, 
I would obey you if I could. 

Sir Sim. There! There! 

Now you talk sensibly. Who loves you like 
Your poor old father? He but lives for you. 
You know you can do what you please with me. 
But I must have obedience. This is well. [Exeunt R. 

Enter AsLT'OJj'BL Walton and William, L. S. E. 

Arth. There is nought changed ; yet what a world of care 
Of sorrow, passion, pleasure have I known, 
Since I last stood in this remembered spot. 
I feel like one who, having long perused 
Some strange and chequered tale, at length reverts 
Unto himself again. 

Will. Now who would think 

Old England had been scene of so much strife 
During our absence, sir ! Look at that sign. 

Arth. Ayr what of that ? 

Will. What of it ? why the king's head painted out. 
That's all. 

Arth. That sign ! Twas once the royal head of James ; 
Some thirsty limner passing made it Charles : 
I've heard it said 'twas e'en our good Queen Bess. 
And now 'tis nought. What shall it be again ? 
Well, take this letter to my brother. Learn 
All that you can, and meet me near the inn. 

[Exit Arthur R. 

Will. So this publican hath ceased to be a sinner ! 
To think of old Gurton being called Newborn. Gadso, 
he babbles of religion, like the tap which his boy left 
running this morning to see the troop of cavaliers go by. 
Yet I marked that Gurton swore roundly, ere Newborn 
found his voice to upbraid. O Gurton ! how utterly shalt 
thou be damned 
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JEnter Host from Inn C. 

Host. It did seem to me that thou wast discoursing 
aloud in prayer. Does thy master desire any creature 
comfort ? 

Will, Master Gurton ! Your stomach hath kept pace 
with your righteousness. 

Host. Ha! who hath told «ie thy carnal name? It /^^ ^/ 
doth remind me of. the bonds of the flesh. ' 

WilL Do you not know me? I am William Nut- 
brown. 

Host. Nay ! What ! my old friend Will, that had his 
love-child fathered on me ? Why, he was a youth ! 

Will. He was — a youth of promise. Behold the ful- 
filment in these legs, this manly breast. 

Host. Oh, wonderful ! and to think that I knew you 
not. But you are horribly and most abominably improved. 
Will Nutbrown to be sure, and whence come you ? 

Will. From the land of beccaficos, mine old Newborn ! 
but you understand me not. You have merely observed 
the growth of calves and chickens, the ebb and flow of 
October ale, the decay of local pigeon-houses, and the 
renewal of the parish stocks. Your sole chronicle hath 
been the ripe birth of undistinguishable curly-headed 
village children — and the green burial of undistinguished 
village bald old men hath been your only lesson. You * 
have simply acquired amazement at the actions of the man 
of experience. Does a quart measure still hold a quart ? 

Host. Alas 1 more. These be sore times for us. There 
hath been a Parliamentary inquiry into weights and 
measures, and last Michaelmas was a year — 

Will. You shall tell me all this anon. 

Host. And art thou a vessel of grace, or a brand given 
unto the burning ? Of a verity — 

Will. Come, no lies with me ! I shall doubt you, if 
you utter a canting word, except in your calling. But 
tell me the reason of this change, seeing that the cavaliers 
should be your best friends ? 

Host. Friend Will! I will tell you. The cavaliers 
drink lustily, and of claret and sherris with spice, whereas 
the elect do chiefly aflect ale. But oh. Will, when I did 

3 
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ask for payment— not to speak of my keeping never a 
serving wench honesty and I have daughters now grown — 
your best cavalier would ever pull out a long embroidered 
purse with one gold piece in it, regarding which he would 
briskly swing it round, and jerking it together thus, replace 
it in his doublet, saying, " Prithee, sweet Spigot ! or it 
might be " Jolly Master Gurton ! chalk it up, and I will 
pay thee when the King hath his own," or I will go coin 
it from Noll's ruby nose," and in a fortnight the poor 
gentleman would be slain. And as for the worst kind of 
Cavalier, when I did gently remind him, he would swear 
and draw his rapier and make a pass near my girdle, so 
that I was glad to see him depart with a skinful of my 
best wine unpaid for. Moreover, an he were handsome 
and a moon-raker, my wife, who is now at rest, would ever 
take his part, and cry shame on me for a niggard to tease 
a sweet loyal gentleman so, that would pay when a could. 

Moreover 

Will. Hold! Your reasons are sufficient. You have 
become a saint to escape martyrdom. Metbinks I see the 
gallants foining at you. Was it thus ? Sa ! sa ! 

[Draws his sword and makes a feint near the host. 

Host. Have a care ! 

Will, {continuing.) Gadsookers! I shall die with 
laughter. And thy wife ! Eh ! 

Host, Wilt thou be quiet ? I see no jest. Nay, put 
up thy toasting iron. [Trumpet ^ L. H. 

Will. Ha! ha! 

Host. Hush ! Who are these? [Looking off L, XT, E. 

Host. Here is a troop of horse. {Calls off C.) Quick ! 
water the double ale. Tell my daughter Kate to lock up 
the Trinidado tobaccos, and her younger sisters. 

[Exit Host, C. 

Enter Irbton, Harrison and others^ L, U, E. 

Ire, Give us to drink, good measure ; for the flesh is 
thirsty. That which we have shall be paid. Who is 
that fellow? {Points to William). 

Har, Ha ! a malignant — smite him ! 

Host, Hold ! He did but draw his weapon to defy the 
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evil one. (To William aside) Speak quickly, some words 
of grace. 

Sar. Thou hearest. Sin-despise ! Lo ! I myself have 
wrestled with the Powers of Darkness (To William) 
In what shape appeareth he ? * 

Will, With horns an't please you, {aside) very like 
Master Newborn here. 

Ire, Here we need counsel, and he raves of dreams 
And devils. Come, Harrison ! 
Will you not hear how fortune dawns on us ? 

Har. Heard you of Falkland's death at Newbury ? 

Ire, I did. On either side in this sad war 
The good and noble seem the ripest fruit. 
And so fall first. 

Har, Thus let them perish ! All 

Who strive against the Lord. 
Is Cromwell nigh ? 

Ire, He wiM be here anon. 
Now, men, to quarters. In four hours we march 
To join Lord Essex. See your girths are slacked. 
Your pistols primed, your beasts fed, and your souls 
Watching for grace. 

[Exeunt Harrison and Ireton , C, 

BowTELL approaches William. 

Bow, I say, wilt thou discourse ? 

Another Sold, Give him a text. 

Bow, He lacketh speech. He is a dumb Amalekite. 

Sold, I will even awaken him with a prick of my 
sword. 

Host. {Aside to William) Say something for thy. life ! 

Host, {aside) Thou couldst talk fast enough just now. 

Bow, Hers is a stool. Let him mount thereon. 

Will, {aside) I will practise on their ignorance {mounts 
the stool). 

Will. Of all thirsts there be none like that of righteous- 
ness — 

Soldiers. Hum! 

Will, For strong ale. 

Bow, Lift up thy voice higher, lest we stumble in the 
dark. 
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WilL {aside) I would I could remember a text ! {aloud) 
The General Cromwell hath^ they say^ a red nose^ which 
I look upon as a great sign. 

Smf Sold. Ha ! Blasphemest thou ? 

Ist Sold. He scoffeth. . 

Und Sold. Down with him. 

Host. O fool ! There will be blood spilt. 

[Trumpet, L. JE?. 

[They drag William down and buffet hinty the Host vainly 
endeavouring to interfere. As Sin-Despise draws 
his sword y the trumpets sound outside to saddle. 

Enter Harrison. 

Har. Why dally ye ? To horse ! 
The malignant Goring is nigh. 
[The Soldiers leave immediately. The trumpets are still 

heard sounding. Exeunt all save William and 

Host — 

Host. These be now your civil wars. Didst mark, he 
said all should be paid ? Now with them that were here 
and about, there were some fourscore and ten quarts, that 
might have been drunk, had they but stayed an hour or 
so, and now they ride off thirsty to be killed. 

Will. It would have been worse, had they drunk all, 
and then departed in that military haste which precludes 
payment. 

Host. Ay, thou wilt have thy jest. Come in. 

Will. I must seek my master. 1 will join you anon. 

Host goes into house, C. y William, L. 

He-enter Arthdr. 

Arth. In yon deep halcyon sky the stars are lit 
For Evening Service of Seraphic quires. 
The moon hangs low ; her golden orb enwrapt 
In nest of white woof edged with amber gleams. 
That leaves the eye in doubt, as swelling die 
Round trills of music on th' enraptured ear. 
Where it doth fade in blue or softly quicken. 
How, as I came, each glittering blade of grass 
Was doubled by its shadow on the ground. 
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While myriad dew-drops hung the trees with light ! 
Can evil hearts throb near a scene like this ? 

Re-enter William. 
W%U» Master^ your cousin comes. 

Enter Florencb. 

Arth. [saluting her) Fair cousin^ thus 
I claim a young relationship now grown 
Old in long absence. 

Flor. {rushing towards him) Arthur) dear^ dear 
Arthur ! 

Sir, I have cause to seek this interview. 
Needing protection. Nay, I trust, so doing, 
I have not erred. 'Tis long since we have met. 

Arth. [aside) Is all her nature, art? How sweet a 
face! 

[Aloud) Fair cousin, tell me, for most strange it seems. 
How 'tis that under your own father's roof 
You need protection ? 

Flor. Cousin, I have come 

First to entreat that you will use this gold. 
Indeed you can repay me shortly when 
Your brother is more just. It is for him 
I offer it— 

Arth, For him ! Is't true you are 
Betrothed ? 

Flor. My father wills so. 

Arth. I need not 

This bounty. 

Flor. Cousin, take it, I implore. 
Will you refuse me ? 

Arth. Nay, I cannot take it ; 

But coin my heart in thanks. 

Flor. A well-worn heart 
In more than thanks, if all I hear be true. 

Arth. That you have heard is false. 

I never loved 
In all my life,' (aside) and fear to do so now. 

Flor. Such evil has been coupled with your name 
In my continual hearing, that at length 
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My obstinate part refused all credence more ; 
Andy not content to limit such belief. 
Unlearned the lesson to its alphabet. 

Arth. For which accept my thanks. 'Twas generous, 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

Flor. Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sight. 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth. You are too kind ! 

Flor. And was that tale of Venice really true ? 
And did you fly from Bruges in the night, 
Being threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
'Twill give these tales a countenance. 

Arth. Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

Flor. Pardon me ! 

I meant not to offend you. 

Arth. Sweet Florence ! go not yet. 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear. 
To utter, and as many questions, Florence ! 
To ask you of yourself. You do not love ; 
You cannot love my brother — 

Flor. But alas ! 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth. You'll not wed Basil ? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough ! I would not have you marry him ; 
For your own sake. 

{Aside) Would I might add for mine! 
But I am beggared. 

(Aloud) Cousin I fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your friend 
And kinsman. 

Flor. As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tis but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible ! 

I need it not. I bear a letter here 
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Commending me unto the General Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find. 
Should it be needed. 

Fhr, Nay then, fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit R. 2. E 

Arih, . For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field. 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. \Ex%t L. TJ. E. 



SCENE II. 

AN APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Enter Lady Cromw^ell, M. 1. E., followed by Ladies in 

Attendance. 

Lady Crom. Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt M. 1, E. 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
him, as if he were indeed a king- — - 

Enter Elizabeth B. 1, E. 

My dear child, where have you been ? 

Eliz. In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unperceivedy and 

approaches them. 
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Ire. (To Eltbabbth) How! no reply ? 
Tou might have answered, ' My father's will 
And that of Heaven.* A daughter's fit reply. 

Lady Orom. Good Master Ireton, in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself, 
And thus eain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite, 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire. If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, luy task is vain. 
If pictured robes of silent tyranny, 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime. 
The dust-giimed spectres of the buried past, 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near. 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father — then my words are nought. 

Mix. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire. If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think you he has no fiat for the change 
Which the Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into nis soul \ 

Eliz. It may be so. 

I love my father. He himself sometimes 
Is sore perplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The child of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would wc had stopped in the old manor-house ! 
Then hail my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the slill bosom of the placid moat, 
Shone unrebuked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire. Now let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine like a true and constant satellite! 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

Eliz. I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This mud) I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

Lady Crom. I thank you too. 

Eliz. Look where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chin so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklm was all spikes. 
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Bridget enters It. 

Lady Orom. Dear Bridget^ shall we forth unto the 
Mall ? 

Brid. And hear the mob cry ' There's the brewer's wife 
And daughters !' No, not I, *tis time, I trow, 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison toith Officers L. H. 

Har. Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears. 
Your brave son Oliver fell lihis day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Orom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this ? 

Har. Not yet ! 

He will avenge him dearly. 

Lady Orom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt like this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find, 
Where I may weep alone. 

Eliz, She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire. 'Tis sad indeed ? 

At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next great battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads *^' 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

\Slov) music. Exeunt. 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, B. 1, E. Ireton, Harrison, and Officers 
exit L, 1, E. 
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A LABGB BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THB BACK, O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at carious rude 
tables. ' iVomen are interspersed among them. Some 
are plfiijing at dice. Their arms are piled in a earner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavalif>\i. Noira red noae 

Id a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of OUT foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink end sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen ! steady 1 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 

[ They shout and cheer. 
A Cac. A Toast, gentlemen ! — " Noll's nose a-fire! and 
the devil's yttungesl daughter to baste it with aqua vitte ! " 
All. Ha! ha! 

A Cac. Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it off! You, Frank Howard, should bear 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliith. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! [Trumpet heard. 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Two Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you, Wilmington, 'twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

Ist Cav, You! 

Znd Cav. This kerchief was her's. 

Ist Cav, Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

3rd Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

1st Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1^^ Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[^They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

Srd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen I 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are hurst open by a petard. 
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SCENE III. 

A LARGE BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK^ O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at variotcs rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. Noll's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of OUT foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen! steady! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 

[ They shout and cheer. 

A Cav. A Toast, gentlemen ! — ^^^ Noll's nose a-fire! and 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitse ! '* 

All. Ha! ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it ofl'! You, Frank Howard, should beat 
it before us, as senior comet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! [Trumpet heard. 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Two Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav, I tell youy Wilmington/twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

\8t Cav. You! 

itnd Cav, This kerchief was her*8. 

Ist Cav. Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

3rrf Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

\st Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She enter taineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

\st Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. {Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

8rd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confiused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1^^ Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are hurst open by a petard. 



86 CSOHWELL. [act I, 

jRiier Cromwell. Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Cbokwkll, who disarms and toaunds him. 
Other CacaKers are averpotoered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

Oram. Yield, sons of Belial ! 

Cav. Ohy Charles, my king ! 
^is time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy— destruction ! Charles ! 
My King ! 

Cram. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. [points to 1st Cavalier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he ? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

1st Cav. I defy thee, Satan I I'll back my rapier, an 
thou wilt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest a man, give up thine odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach C&omwbll. Is kept 
back by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial ^ 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
Cy guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off It. H. 

Crom, (to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 

[Ooes up. 

1st Soldier (to BowteU). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

Bowtell. Surelv he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination, Oxford. 

1^^ Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 

Bow. Even so ! 
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1^^ Sold, If now^ you met the King in battle, would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

£ow. Nay ! 

Crom. (who has joined them unpercetved, and who is en' 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea ! * 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to death. 
Not as a king, but as a man who plots 
Against the honour, conscience of the king. 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell! Cromwell! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say. 

If you should meet him, you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death, 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers. Cromwell! Cromwell! [Trumpet. All go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Rupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Crom. DraVhrz >ii.M : ' r.» a Oficxr) Qnick! Lam- 
bert, qaick ! 
Bring Dp ibe Bcgnmt^ ! 

TeU bnve Frix^ 
To follow — he sbatl see good sport anon. 

[A Soidier iatdt him morion. 
Crom. I will not wear it. 

[rtueharge of cannon. Tntmpets. Drtan, 
On^-on ! A Cromwell for a Eupert — on \ 
Soldiers. The Lord and Cromwell ! 
Crom. Not so. Bather ehout, God and Bis people ! 
Enffland t Liberty! 

■Siildierg. England ! Liberty ! 
All rushing off. Tableau curtains. Cannonading. Shouts. 
Trumpets and drums. 
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SCENE IV. 

THE BATTLB FIELD. 

Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground ; one or two women attending, Cromwell 
is seen in their midst, mounted on his charger, with 
draton sword. 

Crom. Thus perish all, who strive gainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him^ Who fought with us. 

PICTURE ACT. 
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SCENE I. 

Council Chamber in Whitehall. Doors R. and L,, open- 
ing C. with steps. Large table, C, with Seats. Raised 
chair at head of table, which is covered with papers 
and writing materials. 

Enter the Ladt Elizabeth foUowed by ARTHrR and 
Florencb, L. D. 

Eliz. TJrge not your suit through me whea she is here. 
Give half love's reasons that to me you gave^ 
And she will not be cruel. 

(7b Florence) Nay, be wise ! 
Or I shall speak. 
. Arth. To-morrow I must leave. 

} Flor. Shall you be absent long ? The day is fine. 

^ Arth. O Florence ! spurn not thus my love. 

Flor. I seem 

To hear the hated echoes still around 
Of Basil's suit, which my poor father urged. 
Until he drove me to seek refuge here. 
These are not times to listen to such words 
As you pursue me with. Pray spare me now I 

Arth. Ay ! and for ever, cousin, if you will ! 
Forgive nie if in these rude perilous days 
I spoke somewhat abruptly, loving you 
Too well for silence. Since you name rae thus 
In the same breath with Basil, I withdraw 
My suit, but not affection. [^ett L. D. 

Flor. Stay ! 

Eih. t looking out of window) Another 
Doomed to the block ! the excellent Laud scarce cold 

Lin his blood-stainM shroud ! 
It wearies me 
To live when just men die who love their king; 
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And I his daughter ! his that hath the power. 
Yet does not stir to save them — nay ! approves, 
Condemns, and sanctions ! Oh ! 'tis terrible ! 
Flor. (runs and supports her) 

Dear Lady ! weep not thus — 

Eliz, (points to the window) Look ! Have they passed ? 
He was quite young — think you my father sat 
In judgment on him ? 

Jphr, Know you not he hath 

But yesterday returned from the far north ? 

Eliz. True ! true ! Where is your cousin gone, I sav ? 

Flor. Oh ! he has left. 

Eliz. Your answer to him ? 
- Flor. ■ None. 

Eliz. What ! Know you not he now departs upon 
A secret and most dangerous service ? 

Flor. No ! O Arthur ! Arthur ! 

Eliz. Do you not love him ? Speak \ 

Flor. Indeed I love him ! There is not a thought 
Dividing the wild worship of my soul. 
Stay ! let me call him back, ere *tis too late. [Exit L. Z>, 

Eliz. Poor girl ! how needless was the pain she gave 
Two true and faithful hearts — and I myself 
Who never loved, yet seem to know so well 
Love^is pangs and sweetness. Were I Florence now. 
Could I have dealt so harshly with him ? No ! 
And yet I only like him for her sake. 
How sad and heavy is my heart to-day ! 

[Crom. enters L. Z>, 

Dear father, art thou come to give me peace ? 

This kiss upon my brow 'tis mercy's seal. 

You will not let them slay the King. O ! father, speak. 

Crom. (pacing up and down agitated.) Have I not 
promised thee that I will save him. 
If he will save himself? 

Eliz. You have, dear father. 
And then with blessings on your righteous name 
You will return to Huntingdon, where once 
We were so happy. I shall read to you. 
As I was wont : your hair then will not whiten 

4 
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So fast, and you will smile upon your Bess, 
Your favourite as jou used to call her then. 

[Ckomwell kisses her fore} 
Did the king speak you fair ? 

Oram, (gloomily) Too fair! too fair! 
I feur not boiie^t-fair. Our good John Milton 
Speaks bitter words. He says Lord Strafford graced 
Right well the block, who put his trust in him. 
What aaith the Scripture of the faith of Princes ? 

Eliz. 'Twas not the fault of Charles that Strafford i 

Crom. It was his fault to sign. He should have di 
Himself first. Daughter! Urge me not. I'll do 
What the Lord wills in this. Go mind thy househol 
Tliou little Royalist! . 

Eliza. Nay, father, hear me ! 

Crom. Away, child! Where are Richard and 
husband ? 

Eliza. I will not leave you, till you promise mej 

Crom. Aa the Lord liveth, is it not enough 
To struggle with a Royal hypocrite. 
To keep his feet from falling, 'mid dissent 
On all sides, worse than chaos, liker hell. 
To be thus baited by one's own pale kin, 
Prating of what they may not understand t 
Thy brother Richard with his heavy step 
Plodding bis way from book-shelved room to roontJ 
With eye as dull as huckster's third day's fish. 
And just as silent — then, thy mother with 
Her tearful and beseeching look, who moves 
Like a green widow in a mourning trance ; 
The very picture of 'Heaven help us all.' 
Think you I shall do murder ? " Why not go 
At once unto the foe and there be spurned 
By Henrietta, that false Dalilah, 
Or plot my death for loyalty ! What is 
A father in your mind weighed with a king? 
Yet what is king to you ? Ye were not bred 
To bark like dogs before the royal gate 
At all the world beside. Cro hence ! go hence ! 
I would be left alone. 

Eliz. Oh," father, hold ! 
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Thou knowest best^ and J am wrong indeed. 
I did but pine to see thee more with us— 
To see thee happier 

Crom. Nay, look up, my child ! 

Ask what thou wilt, ei^cept our country's shame. 

Eliz. Is it her glory, then, to slay her king ? 

Crom. It is our country's crime to be enslaved. 

Eliz, I ask for mercy, loyalty. Are these 
Virtues or crimes ? 

Crom, Were this a righteous king, 

I then would answer thee. 

Eliz. Oh, save thy name 

From this deep stain. 

Crom. Go ! ask the king himself 

To save the king. It needs not much — a shred, 
A grain of honesty. 

Eliz. Seek but once more, 

Dear father, once again, and you shall fail not. 

Crom. I tell thee, I have sought, will seek once more 
In secret to make terms between Charles Stuart 
And his vext people. To the King of Kings 
Fray thou he keep his faith, as I keep mine. 

£lliz. Blest be thy promise ! Think you, were he slain. 
Thy hands stained ever in men's minds with blood, 
The world holds sacred 

Crom. Speak not of the world. 

Let justice be of Heaven I 

Miz. The deed were thine, 

Howe'er thou reason'st. Thus it will be said. 
Now, and hereafter. 

Crom. Be it so. I go 

To seek the king, ere yet the Council meets. 
Yea, go to ask that mercy for a people 
That hath not sinned, while thou dost ask for one 
Whose life is justly forfeited. 

Eli:?^. Heaven speed 

Thy just endeavour ! 

Crom. If it be so, then 

Thou'lt leave these shores with me for ever. So ! 

[Leads her totoards door.] 
I pray that this my weakness be forgiven. 
If it should lead to error. 
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A LARGU BABN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK, O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at various rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner, 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. NoU'b red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, hia own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremoBt rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen ! steady ! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He dhaU have his own again ! 

[ 7%ey shout and cheer. 
A Cao. A Toast, gentlemen ! — " Noll's nose a-fire! and 
the licvil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitte ! " 
All. Hal ha! 

A Cat). Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it oS! You, Frank Howard, should beai 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would he like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
giraif;ht to London. Ha! ha! ha! [Trumpet heard, 

A Cav, Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Tioo Cavaliers advance loith angry gestures 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you, Wilmington, 'twas I she did regard. 

Znd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

Ist Cav. You! 

2nrf Cav. This kerchief was her's. 

Ist Cav, Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

Srd Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

Ist Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She enter taineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1^^ Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

Srd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are hurst open by a petard. 
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Emier Cmommx. Appear* C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attaeb Cbomwdx, who disarwu amd wounds him. 
Other CazaUers are oeerpawered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

CromL, Yield, sons of Befial ! 

Ogo, Oh» Cbades, mj king! 
Tis time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy— destmctioa ! Charles ! 
MjKing! 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with ns. \jHnnis to 1st Cavalier. 

Ton poor wretch, what saith he? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

\st Cav. I defy thee, Satan ! Til back my rapier, an 
thou wflt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest a man, give up tlune odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cromwell. Is ktpt 
back by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial ^ 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off R, H. 

Crom. (to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 

[Ooes up. 

1st Soldier (to BowteU). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

BowteU. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination^ Oxford. 

Ist Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king^s name ? 

Bow, Even so ! 
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1^^ Sold, If now^ you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bow. Nay ! 

Crom. {who ha^ joined them unperceived, and who is en- 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea ! * 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to deaths 
Not as a king^ but as a man who plots 
Against the honour^ conscience of the king^ 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell ! Cromwell ! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say^ 

If you should meet him^ you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset I 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers, Cromwell ! Cromwell ! [Trumpet. All go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. JEnters L, 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Rupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Oom. Ha! Sound to arms! Take post, [Trumpet. 
All, save the brigadiers ! {To an Officer) . Go! Tell them to 
Bring up the fascines ! Have we not to cross 
The dykes between ? Do you not heed me ? Quick ! 

Enter Arthur, L. 4. E. 

Arth. Fairfax is beaten, and our right wing scattered. 
Crom. Dismay not these. Doth Rupert follow them? 
Arth. He doth. 

Crom, Then will I meet him. We will close. 
And try the issue. Forward ! 

BowTELL enter 9 L.l. E. 

Off. The musketry of Belial hath mowed down Israel, 
and the sons of Zeruiah — 

Crom. Tell me not of Zeruiah now. Speak English, 
knave ! This is no time for preaching. 

Off. The Scotch are in disorder. Lucas and Porter, 
and the malignant Goring, are playing havoc with them . 
Newcastle with his white-coats are winning on us at pike's 
point ! 

Crom. That's what is done ! What is to do ? 
What says Lord Fairfax? 

Off. That you charge Rupert. 

Crom. Drawling idiot ! {To an Officer) Quick! Lam- 
bert, quick ! 
Bring up the Regiments ! 

Tell brave Friz^ll 
To follow — he shall see good sport anon. 

\A Soldier hands him morion. 

Crom. I will not wear it. 

[Discharge of cannon. Trumpets. Drum. 
On — on ! A Cromwell for a Rupert — on ! 

Soldiers. The Lord and Cromwell ! 

Crom. Not so. Rather shout, God and IJis people ! 
England ! Liberty ! 

Soldiers* England ! Liberty ! 
All rushing off. Tableau curtains. Cannonading. Shouts. 

Trumpets and drums. 
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SCENE IV. 



THE BATTLE FIELD. 



Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground ; one or two women attending. Cromwell 
is seen in their midst, mounted on his charger y with 
drawn sword. 

Crom. Thus perish all, who strive i^ainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him^ Who fought with us. 



PICTURE ACT. 
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My obstinate part refused all credence more ; 
And> not content to limit such belief, 
Unlearned the lesson to its alphabet. 

Arth. For which accept my thanks. 'Twas generous. 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

Flor, Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sight. 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth. You are too kind ! 

Flor, And was that tale of Venice really true ? 
And did you fly from Bruges in the night, 
Being threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
'Twill give these tales a countenance. 

Arth, Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

Flor, Pardon me ! 

I meant not to offend you. 

Arth, Sweet Florence ! go not yet. 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear. 
To utter, and as many questions, Florence ! 
To ask you of yourself. You do not love ; 
You cannot love my brother — 

Flor, But alas ! 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth, You'll not wed Basil ? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough ! I would not have you marry him ; 
For your own sake. 

{Aside) Would I might add for mine! 
But I am beggared. 

(Aloud) Cousin ! fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your friend 
And kinsman. 

Flor, As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tis but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible ! 

I need it not. I bear a letter here 
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Commending me unto the General Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find, 
Should it be needed. 

Flor. Nay then, fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit R.^.E 

Arth. For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field. 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. [Exit L. U, E. 



SCENE II. 

AN AFAKTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Enter Lady Cromwell, B, 1. E., followed by Ladies in 

Attendance. 

Lady Crom. Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt H. 1, E. 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
him, as if he were indeed a king ^ 

Enter Elizabeth B. 1. E. 

My dear child, where have you been? 

Eliz. In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unperceivedy and 

approaches them. 
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Ire. {To Elizabeth) How ! no reply ? 
You might have answer&d, * My father's will 
And that of Heaven.* A daughter's fit reply. 

Lady Orom. Good Master Ireton^ in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself^ 
And thus gain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite. 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire, If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, my task is vain. 
If pictured robes of silent tyranny. 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime. 
The dust-grimed spectres of the buried past. 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near. 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father — then my words are nought. 

Eliz. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire, If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think you he has no fiat for the change 
Which the Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into his soul ? 

Eliz. It may be so. 

I love my father. He himself sometimes 
Is sore perplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The child of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would we had stopped in the old manor-house ! 
Then had my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the still bosom of the placid moat. 
Shone unrebuked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire, Now let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine like a true and constant satellite ! 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

Eliz, I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This much I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

Lady Crom, I thank you too. 

Eliz. Look where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chin so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklet was all spikes. 
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Bridget enters JR. 

Lady Crom. Dear Bridget^ shall we forth unto the 
Mall? 

Brid. And hear the mob cry * There's the brewer's wife 
And daughters !' No, not I, His time, I trow. 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison toith Oncers L. H. 

Har. Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears. 
Your brave son Oliver fell Ihis day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Crom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this ? 

Har. Not yet ! 

He will avenge him dearly. 

Lady Crom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt like this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find. 
Where I may weep alone. 

Eliz. She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire. 'Tis sad indeed ? 

At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next gnreat battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads "^ ^ 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

[Slow music. Exeunt. 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, R. 1, E. Ireton, Harrison, and Officers 
exit L. 1, E. 
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SCENE III. 

A LARGK BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK, O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at various rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. NoH's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen ! steady ! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 

> 

[ They shout and cheer, 

A Cav. A Toast, gentlemen ! — ^*' Noll's nose a-fire ! and 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitae ! " 

All. Ha! ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snufiling 
organ and cut it ofl*! You, Frank Howard, should beat 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! \Trumpet heard. 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

\Two Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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1^^ Cav. I tell you, Wilmington, 'twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

1^^ Cav. You! 

2nd Cav. This kerchief was her's. 

Xst Cav. Bah! You stole it from your grandmother! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

Srd Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

Ist Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1^^ Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. {Strikes 
him) Take that I 

[They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

8rd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach ? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool ! 

[An explosion. The doors are burst open by a petard. 
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Enter Cromwell. Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Cromwell^ who disarms and wounds him. 
Other Cavaliers are overpowered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

Crom. Yield, sons of Belial ! 

Cav. Oh, Charles, my king ! 
^is time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy — destruction ! Charles ! 
My King! 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. [points to Ist Cavalier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he ? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

1*^ Cav. I defy thee, Satan ! I'll back my rapier, an 
thou wilt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest a man, give up thine odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cromwell. Is kept 
back by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial ^ 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off It . H. 

Crom. (to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 

[Ooes up. 

1st Soldier (to BowteU). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

BowteU. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination, Oxford. 

1st Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 

Bow. Even so ! 
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1^^ Sold. If now^ you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bote. Nay! 

Crom. (who has joined them unperceived, and who is en' 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea !' 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to deaths 
Not as a king^ but as a man who plots 
Against the honour^ conscience of the king^ 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell ! Cromwell ! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say^ 

If you should meet him^ you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers. Cromwell ! Cromwell ! [Trumpet. AU go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Rupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Crom. Ha ! Sound to arms ! Take post, [TrumpeL 
All, save the brigadiers ! (To an Officer) . Go! Tell them to 
Bring up the fascines ! Have we not to cross 
The dykes between ? Do you not heed me ? Quick ! 

Enter Arthur, L, 4. E. 

Arth. Fairfax is beaten, and our right wing scattered. 
Crom, Dismay not these. Doth Rupert follow them? 
Arth. He doth. 

Crom, Then will I meet him. We will close. 
And try the issue. Forward ! 

BowTELL enters L,l. E, 

Off, The musketry of Belial hath mowed down Israel, 
and the sons of Zeruiah — 

Crom, Tell me not of Zeruiah now. Speak English, 
knave! This is no time for preaching. 

Off, The Scotch are in disorder. Lucas and Porter, 
and the malignant Goring, are playing havoc with them . 
Newcastle with his white-coats are winning on us at pike's 
point ! 

Crom, That's what is done ! What is to do ? 
What says Lord Fairfax? 

Off, That you charge Rupert. 

Crom, Drawling idiot ! {To an Officer) Quick! Lam- 
bert, quick ! 
Bring up the Regiments ! 

Tell brave Frizell 
To follow — ^he shall see good sport anon. 

\A Soldier hands him morion, 

Crom, I will not wear it. 

[Discharge of cannon. Trumpets, Drum. 
On — on ! A Cromwell for a Rupert — on ! 

Soldiers, The Lord and Cromwell ! 

Crom, Not so. Rather shout, God and IJis people ! 
England ! Liberty ! 

Soldiers. England ! Liberty ! 
All rushing off. Tableau curtains, Caniiwnading, Shouts. 

Trumpets and drums. 
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SCENE IV. 

THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground ; one or two women attending, Cromwell 
t^ seen in their midst , mounted on his charger, with 
drawn sword, 

Crom, Thus perish all, who strive gainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him, Who fought with us. 

PICTURE ACT. 



I 



[act II, 



SCENE r. 

Cotmcil Chamber in Whitehall. Doors R. and L., open- 
ing C. with steps. Large table, C, with Seats. Raised 
chair at head of table, which is covered with papers 
and writing materials. 

Enter the Lady Elizabeth followed by Arthur and 
Florekcb, L. D. 

Eliz. Vr^ not your suit through me when ehe is here. 
Give half love's reasons that to me you gave. 
And she will not be cruel. 

(roFLORBNCE) Nay, be wise! 
Ur I shall speak. 

Arth. To-morrow I must leave. 

Flor. Shalt you be absent long? The day is fine. 

Arth. O Florence ! spurn not thus my love. 

Flor. I seem 

To liear the hated echoes still around 
Of Basil's suit, which my poor father urged. 
Until he drove me to seek refuge here. 
These are not times to listen to such words 
As you pursue me with. Fray spare me now I 

Arth. A.J I and for ever, cousin, if you will ! 
Forgive me if in these rude perilous days 
I spoke somewhat abruptly, loving you 
Too well for silence. Since you name me thus 
In the same breath with Basil, I withdraw 
My suit, but not affection. [Exit L. D. 

Flor. Stay I 

Fits. (looki?ig out of window) Another 
Doomed to the block ! the excellent Laud scarce cold 
In his hlood-stain^d shroud I 

It wearies me 
To live when just men die who love their king; 
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And I his daughter I his that hath the power^ 
Yet does not stir to save them — nay ! approves. 
Condemns, and sanctions ! Oh ! 'tis terrible ! 
Flor. {runs and supports her) 

Dear Lady ! weep not thus — 

Miz. (points to the window) Look ! Have they passed ? 
He was quite young — think you my father sat 
In judgment on him ? 

jFTor. Know you not he hath 

But yesterday returned from the far north ? 

Uliz, True ! true ! Where is your cousin gone, I sav ? 

Flor. Oh ! he has left. 

Uliz. Your answer to him ? 
- Flor. ' None. 

Eliz. What ! Know you not he now departs upon 
A secret and most dangerous service ? 

Flor. No ! O Arthur ! Arthur ! 

Fliz. Do you not love him ? Speak ! 

Flor. Indeed I love him ! There is not a thought 
Dividing the wild worship of my soul. 
Stay ! let me call him back, ere 'tis too late. \Fxit L. D, 

Fliz. Poor girl ! how needless was the pain she gave 
Two true and faithful hearts — and I myself 
Who never loved, yet seem to know so well 
Love's pangs and sweetness. Were I Florence now. 
Could I have dealt so harshly with him ? No ! 
And yet I only like him for her sake. 
How sad and heavy is my heart to-day ! 

[Crom. enters L. D. 

Dear father, art thou come to give me peace ? 

This kiss upon my brow 'tis mercy's seal. 

You will not let them slay the King. O ! father, speak. 

Crom. {pacing up and down agitated.) Have I not 
promised thee that I will save him. 
If he will save himself? 

Eliz. You have, dear father. 
And then with blessings on your righteous name 
You will return to Huntingdon, where once 
We were so happy. I shall read to you. 
As I was wont : your hair then will not whiten 
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Ire. (To Elizabeth) How! no reply? 
You might have answerfed, ' My father's will 
And that of Heaven.' A daughter's fit reply. 

Lady Crom. Good Master Ireton, in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself, 
And thus gain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite. 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire. If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, my task is vain. 
If pictured robes of silent tyranny, 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime. 
The dust-grimed spectres of the buried past. 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near. 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father— then ray words are nought. 

iSiz. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire. If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think yuu he has no fiat for the change 
Which tlie Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into his souH 

Eliz. It may be so. 

I love my father. He himself sometimes 
Is sore ptrplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The chilli of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would WG had stopped in the old manor-house I 
Then had my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the slill bosom of the placid moat. 
Shone umebLiked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire. l^ow let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine HUe a true and constant satellite I 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

Eliz. I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This much I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

Lady Crom. I thank you too, 

EUz. Loot where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chiti so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklet was all spikes. 
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Bridget enters R. 

Lady Cram. Dear Bridget^ shall we fo;rth unto the 
Mall? 

Brid. And hear the mob cry ' There's the brewer's wife 
And daughters !' No, not I, 'tis time^ I trow, 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison with Officers L. H. 

Mar. Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears, 
Your brave son Oliver fell this day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Orom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this ? 

Har. Not yet ! 

He wiU avenge him dearly. 

Lady Crom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt like this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find. 
Where I may weep alone. 

EUz. She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire. 'Tis sad indeed ? 

At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next great battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads "^ " 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

[Slow music. Exeunt. 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, R.lyE. Ireton, Harbison, and Officers 
exit L. 1, E. 
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SCENE III. 

A LABGB BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK^ O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at varums rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. Noll's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen ! steady ! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 

[ They shotU and cheer, 

A Cav. A Toast, gentlemen ! — " Noll's nose a-fire ! and 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitaD ! " 

All. Ha! ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it off! You, Frank Howard, should beat 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha I ha ! ha ! [Trumpet heard. 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Two Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you, Wilmington, 'twas I she did regard, 

2nd Cav, And I tell you that she adores me. 

1st Cav. You! 

2nd Cav, This kerchief was her*8. 

1^^ Cav, Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother! 

2nd Cav, Ha I 

3rd Cav, Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

1st Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav, 'Tis false. 

1*^ Cav, I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav, Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that I 

[^They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them, 

8rd Cav, Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded, A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters y and makes enquiring gestures, 

Cav, Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav, The King shall have his own again. TJpseyes! 

[Confuted movement to arm, 

1st Cav, (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach ? 

Cav, To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are hurst open by a petard. 
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Enter Crokwbix. Appean C, with Soldiers. Catai 
eUtaeka Cbohwbll, icho disarms and woundt A 
Other Cacalicrs are ocerpowered and disat 
Soldiers. 

Crom. Yield, eons of Belial ! 
Cav. Oh, Charles, my king! 
'Tis time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy — deatniction ! Charles ! 
My King! 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. Ipoints to \st Caeali 

Yon poor wretch, what eaith he ? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

1st Can. I defy thee, Satan! I'll back my rapier, 
thou wilt fight, Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, tl 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if ti 
beest a man, give up thine odds '. 

[Makes an endeavour to reach CaOMWELL. Ii i 
hack by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial 
Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off ikroi 
C, guarded. Wounded Canalier led off R. £ 

Crom. {to Soldiers). To- 



I 



we shall sup in Yor 
(Goe, 

lat Soldier (to Bowtell). Is Charles Stuart there 
person ? 

Bowtell. Surely he is not. The man is in that city 
abomination, Oxford. 

\st Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that gu; 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 



Boto. Even so ! 
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1^^ Sold. If now^ you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bow, Nay! 

Crom. (who has joined them unpercetved, and who is en* 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea ! ' 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to deaths 
Not as a king^ but as a man who plots 
Against the honour^ conscience of the king^ 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell ! Cromwell ! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say^ 

If you should meet him^ you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers^ Cromwell! Cromwell! [Trumpet. All go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Bupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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What WT* Locd Fnifax? 

Of. That yon dm^ BBpot. 
(>om. DrawHns uliot ! (T» am Oficer) Qakk ! Lam- 
b«^, qoidi! 
Hring gp the BeginkratB ! 

Tell »w«TC Fri»6il 
To follow — he Bhall see good sport ^noa. 

[A Soldier hajtdt him morion. 

C'rom. I will not wear it. U 

[Discharge of cannon. TrumpeU, ^^f^^k 

( lit— (It) ' A (-'romwell for a Rupert — on ! ^ 

.S'd'liim. The I^r.1 and CromweU! -■ 

('r""i- Not to. Kather shout, God and His people ! 

Hr.Klmiil I Liberty! 

S-li/i-'m. \-'.uu\atu\ I Liberty ! 
All run/Hiii/ '>//. Tahhau curtains. Cannonading. Shouts. 
'lYiimpcts and drums. 
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SCENE IV. 

THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground y one or two women attending, Cromwell 
is seen in their midst , mounted on his charger, with 
drawn sword. 

Crom. Thus perish all, who strive gainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him^ Who fought with us. 

PICTURE ACT. 



/ 



ACT IL 



a—jrli il m Wll I tr Dmn S.mmJ Ljti 



H. ' 



7^- 



' m imd y faUr, mtidk a cmctW with p^ 



EmUt lit I^DT SusunB JMamwi iy 

£2kz. Vtge bM joot sail ihi o wmh me wfaen Ae Vf 
Ghc half lm*» raMoos ibat to bc job gxTe. 
AiulaW viD not be cmd. 

(ra Fuiuscs) Xmj , be wise ! 
Or I aball tpesk. 

Artk. To-cronow I must leave. 

Flor. Shall joa be absent long.' Thedajisfi 

jirtk. O Floreiiee ! spam doc thus mj lore. 

flbr. I seem 

To bear tbe bated echoes still aroand 
Of BaaiFs suit, which my poor father urged, 
Cntil he drove me to seek refuge here. 
These are not times to listen to such words 
As you pursue me with. Pray spare me now I 

Arth. Ay ! and for ever, cousin, if you will ! 
Forgive me if in these rude penloua days 
I spoke somewhat abruptly, loving you 
Too well for silence. 8ince you name me thus 
In the same breath with Basil, I withdraw 
My tiuit, but not affection. [Exit L. . 

Flor. Stay ! 

iiVi'r. (looking out of windoio) Another 
Duomiid to the block ! the excellent Laud scarce cold 
In bis blood-atainM shroud ! 

It wearies me 
To live when just men die who love their king; 
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And I his daughter ! his that hath the power^ 
Yet does not stir to save them — nay ! approves. 
Condemns, and sanctions ! Oh ! 'tis terrible ! 
Flor. (runs and supports her) 

Dear Lady ! weep not thus — 

Miz, (points to the window) Look ! Have they passed ? 
He was quite young — think you my father sat 
In judgment on him ? 

Flor. Know you not he hath 

But yesterday returned from the far north ? 

JEliz. True ! true ! Where is your cousin gone, I sav ? 

FTor. Oh ! he has left. 

£liz. Tour answer to him ? 
- Flor, None. 

Eliz. What ! Know you not he now departs upon 
A secret and most dangerous service ? 

Flor. No ! O Arthur ! Arthur ! 

Miz. Do you not love him ? Speak ! 

Flor. Indeed I love him ! There is not a thought 
Dividing the wild worship of my soul. 
Stay ! let me call him back, ere 'tis too late. [Exit L. D, 

Eliz, Poor girl ! how needless was the pain she gave 
Two true and faithful hearts — and I myself 
Who never loved, yet seem to know so well 
Love's pangs and sweetness. Were I Florence now. 
Could I have dealt so harshly with him ? No ! 
And yet I only like him for her sake. 
How sad and heavy is my heart to-day ! 

[Crom. enters L, 2>. 

Dear father, art thou come to give me peace ? 

This kiss upon my brow 'tis mercy's seal. 

You will not let them slay the King. O ! father, speak. 

Crom. (pacing up and down agitated.) Have I not 
promised thee that I will save him. 
If he will save himself? 

Eliz, You have, dear father. 
And then with blessings on your righteous name 
You will return to Huntingdon, where once 
We were so happy. I shall read to you. 
As I was wont : your hair then will not whiten 
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So fast, and you will smile upon your Bess, 
Your favourite as you used to call her then. 

[Cbomwell kisses her forehead. 
Did the king speak you feir? 

Crom. (gUMmUy) Too fair ! too fair ! 
I fear not honest-fair. Our good John Milton 
Speaks bitter words. He says Lord Strafford graced 
Kight well the block, who put his trust in him. 
What saith the Scripture of the faith of Princes ? 

Eliz. 'Twas not the fault of Charles that Strafford died. 

Crom. It was his fault to sign. He should have died 
Himself first. Daughter! Urge me not. I'll do 
What the Lord wills in this. Go mind thy household, 
Thou little Royalist! . 

Eliza. Nay, father, hear me ! 

Crom. Away, child ! Where are Bicbard and thy 
husband I 

Eliza. I will not leave you, till you promise me. 

Crom. As the Lord liveth, is it not enough 
To struggle with a Royal hypocrite, 
To keep his feet from falling, 'mid dissent 
On all sides, worse than chaos, liker hell. 
To be thus baited by one's own pale kin, 
Prating of n-hat they may not understand ? 
Thy brother Richard with his heavy step 
Plodding his way from book-shelved room to room. 
With eye as dull as huckster's third day's fish. 
And just as silent — then, thy mother with 
Her tearful and beseeching look, who moves 
Like a green widow in a mourning trance ; 
The very picture of 'Heaven help us all.' 
Think you I shall do murder ? " Why not go 
At once unto the foe and there be spumed 
By Henrietta, that false Dalilah, 
Or plot ray death for loyalty ? What is 
A father in your mind weighed with a king? 
Yet what is king to you ? Ye were not bred 
To bark like dogs before the royal gate 
At all the world beside. Go hence I go hence ! 
I would be left alone. 

Eliz. Oh," father, hold ! 
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Thou knowest best, and I am wrong indeed. 
I did but pine to see thee more with us— - 
To see thee happier 

Crom. Nay, look up, my child ! 

Ask what thou wilt, except our country's shame. 

Eliz, Is it her glory, then, to slay her king ? 

Crom, It is our country's crime to be enslaved. 

Eliz, I ask for mercy, loyalty. Are these 
Virtues or crimes ? 

Crom. Were this a righteous king, 

I then would answer thee. 

Eliz. Oh, save thy name 

From this deep stain. 

Crom, Go ! ask the king himself 

To save the king. It needs not much — a shred, 
A grain of honesty. 

Eliz, Seek but once more. 

Dear father, once again, and you shall fail not. 

Crom, I tell thee, I have sought, will seek once more 
In secret to make terms between Charles Stuart 
And his vext people. To the King of Kings 
Fray thou he keep his faith, as I keep mine. 

Eliz. Blest be thy promise ! Think you, were he slain. 
Thy hands stained ever in men's minds with blood. 
The world holds sacred 

Crom, Speak not of the world. 

Let justice be of Heaven I 

Eliz. The deed were thine, 

Howe'er thou reason'st. Thus it will be said. 
Now, and hereafter. 

Crom. Be it so. I go 

To seek the king, ere yet the Council meets. 
Yea, go to ask that mercy for a people 

That hath not sinned, while thou dost ask for one ! 

Whose life is justly forfeited. \ 

Eliz. Heaven speed 

Thy just endeavour ! 

Crom. If it be so, then i 

Thou'lt leave these shores with me for ever. So ! I 

[Leads her towards door.] j 

I pray that this my weakness be forgiven. 
If it should lead to error. 
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SCENE III. 

A LARGE BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK^ O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at variotis rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. Noll's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen! steady! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 

< 

[They shout and cheer. 

A Cav. A Toast, gentlemen ! — ^*' Noll's nose a-fire! and 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitae ! " 

All. Hal ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it off! You, Frank Howard, should beat 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Trumpet heard. 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Tijoo Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you, Wilmington/twas I slie did regard, 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

Ist Cav. You ! 

2nd Cav. This kerchief was her's. 

Ist Cav. Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

3rrf Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

1st Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1st Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not hear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

8rd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen I 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 
A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1^^ Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are burst open by a petard. 
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Enter Cromwell, Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Ceohwell, who ditarms and wounds htm. 
Other Cavaliers are overpowered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

Cram. Yield, sons of Belial ! 
Cav. Oh, Charles, my king ! 
'Tis time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy — destruction ! Charles ! 
My King ! 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. \points to 1st Cavalier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

Isf Cai\ I defy thee, Satan! I'll back my rapier, an 
thou wilt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
heest a man, give up thine odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cbouwell. Is Aep< 
back by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in, Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial . 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off S. H. 

Crom. {to Soldiers'). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 
[Qoes up. 

1st Sohlier (to Bowtell). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

Bow/fill. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomiiuttion, Oxford. 

Isl Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 

Bow. Even so ! 
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Ist Sold. If now, you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bow, Nay! 

Crom. (who has joined them unperceived, and who is en- 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea ! ' 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to death. 
Not as a king, but as a man who plots 
Against the honour, conscience of the king. 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell ! Cromwell ! 
Lead on. We*ll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say. 

If you should meet him, you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers. Cromwell! Cromwell! [Trumpet. All go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Rupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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JVilL {aside) I would I could remember a text ! (aloud) 
The General Cromwell hath^ they say^ a red nose^ which 
I look upon as a great sign. 

Znd Sold. Ha ! Blasphemest thou ? 

Ist Sold. He scoffeth. . 

Und Sold. Down with him. 

Host O fool ! There will be blood spilt. 

[Trumpet, L. H. 

[They drag William down and buffet him^ the Host vainly 
endeavouring to interfere. As Sin-Despise draws 
his sword, the trumpets sound outside to saddle. 

Enter Harrison. 

Har, Why dally ye ? -To horse 1 
The malignant Goring is nigh. 
[The Soldiers leave immediately. The trumpets are still 

heard sounding. Exeunt all save William and 

Host — 

Host. These be now your civil wars. Didst mark, he 
said all should be paid ? Now with them that were here 
and about^ there were some fourscore and ten quarts^ that 
might have been drunk, had they but stayed an hour or 
so, and now they ride off thirsty to be killed. 

Will. It would have been worse, had they drunk all, 
and then departed in that military haste which precludes 
payment. 

Host. Ay, thou wilt have thy jest. Come in. 

Will. I must seek my master. I will join you anon. 

Host goes into house, C. y William, L. H. 

Re-enter Arthx3R. 

Arth. In yon deep halcyon sky the stars are lit 
For Evening Service of Seraphic quires. 
The moon hangs low ; her golden orb enwrapt 
In nest of white woof edged with amber gleams. 
That leaves the eye in doubt, as swelling die 
Round trills of music on th' enraptured ear. 
Where it doth fade in blue or softly quicken. 
How, as I came, each glittering blade of grass 
Was doubled by its shadow on the ground. 
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While myriad dew-drops hung the trees with light ! 
Can evil hearts throb near a scene like this ? 

Re-enter William. 
WUl. Master^ your cousin comes. 

Enter Florence. 

Arth. {saluting her) Fair cousin, thus 
I claim a young relationship now grown 
Old in long absence. 

Flor, [rushing towards him) Arthur J dear, dear 
Arthur ! 

Sir, I have cause to seek this interview. 
Needing protection. Nay, I trust, so doing, 
I have not erred. *Tis long since we have met 

Arth. [aside) Is all her nature, art? How sweet a 
face! 

[Aloud) Fair cousin, tell me, for most strange it seems. 
How *tis that under your own father's roof 
You need protection? 

Flor. Cousin, I have come 

First to entreat that you will use this gold. 
Indeed you can repay me shortly when 
Your brother is more just. It is for him 
I ofiTer it — 

Arth. For him ! Is't true you are 
Betrothed ? 

Flor. My father wills so. 

Arth. I need not 

This bounty. 

Fhr. Cousin, take it, I implore. 
Will you refuse me ? 

Arth. Nay, I cannot take it ; 

Sut coin my heart in thanks. 

Flor. A well-worn heart 
In more than thanks, if all I hear be true. 

Arth. That you have heard is false. 

I never loved 
In all my life,' {aside) and fear to do so now. 

Flor. Such evil has been coupled with your name 
In my continual hearing, that at length 
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My obstinate part refused all credence more; 
And, not content to limit such belief, 
Unlearned the leeson to its alphabet. 

Arth. For which accept my thanks. 'Twas generoTis, 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

Flor. Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sight, 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth. You are too kind ! 

Flor. And was that tale of Venice really true ? 
And did you &y from Bruges in the night. 
Being threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
"f will give these tales a countenance. 

Arth. Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

Flor. Pardon me ! 

I meant not to offend you. 

Arth. Sweet Florence ! go not yet. 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear, 
To utter, and as many questions, Florence I 
To ask you of yourself. You do not lovej 
You caunot love my brother — 

Flor. But alas ! 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth. You'll not wed Basil? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough ! I would not have you marry him ; 
For your own sake. 

(Aside) Would I might add for mine! 
But I am beggared. 

(Aloud) Cousin ! fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your friend 
And kinsman. 

Flor. As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tia but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible ! 

I need it not. I bear a letler here 
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Commending me unto the Geaeral Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find, 
Should it be needed. 

Flor. Nay then, fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit It. 2. E 

Arih, For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field, 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. \T&cit L. TJ, E, 



SCENE II. 

AN APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Eater Lady Cromwell, R. 1. -B., followed hy Ladies in 

Attendance. 

Lady Orom. Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt It. 1, E. 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
hira, as if he were indeed a king ^ 

Enter Elizabeth It. I. E. 

My dear child, where have you been ? 

Eliz. In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unperceived, and 

approaches them. 
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Ire. (To Elizabeth) How ! no reply ? 
You might have answerfed, * My father's will 
And that of Heaven.' A daughter's fit reply. 

Lady Oram. Good Master Ireton^ in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself^ 
And thus gain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite. 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire. If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, my task is vain. 
If pictured robes of silent tyranny. 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime. 
The dust-grimed spectres of the buried past. 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near. 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father — then my words are nought. 

JEliz. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire. If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think you he has no fiat for the change 
Which the Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into his soul ? 

Uliz. It may be so. 

I love my father. He himself sometimes 
Is sore perplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The child of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would we had stopped in the old manor-house ! 
Then had my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the still bosom of the placid moat. 
Shone unrebuked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire. Now let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine like a true and constant satellite ! 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

£}ltz. I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This much I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

Lady Crom. I thank you too. 

Miz. Look where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chin so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklet was all spikes. 
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Bridget enters JR. 

Lady Cram. Dear Bridget^ shall we forth unto the 
Mall ? 

Brid. And hear the moh cry * There's the brewer's wife 
And daughters !' No, not I, ^tis time, I trow. 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison vnth Officers L. H. 

Har. Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears. 
Your brave son Oliver fell this day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Crom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this f 

Har. Not yet ! 

He wiU avenge him dearly. 

Lady Crom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt like this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find. 
Where I may weep alone. 

Eliz. She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire, 'Tis sad indeed ? 

.At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next great battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads "^ 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

[Slow music. Exeunt. 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, It. 1, E. Ireton, Harrison, and Officers 
exit L. 1, £r. 



A LARCK BAKN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE B 

A number of Cavalims are seen drinking at various r 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. St 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a con 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. Noll's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and HaiTison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen ! steady ! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 

[ They shout and a 
A Cat>. A Toast, gentlemeu! — " Noll's nose a-fire! 
the ilevil's youngest daughter to baste It with aqua vita 
All. Ha! ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snufii 
organ and cut it oft! You, Frank Howard, should \ 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like cu 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Dri 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would raa 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! [Trumpet het 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities am 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Ttva Cavaliers advance with angry gesti 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you, Wilmington, 'twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav, And I tell you that she adores me. 

1st Cav. You! 

2nd Cav. This kerchief was her's. 

Ist Cav. Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

Srd Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

1st Cav, Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1st Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fighU The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

Srd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters^ and makes enquiring gestures, 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are burst open by a petard. 
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JEhiter Cromwell. Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Cromwell, who disarms and wounds him. 
Other Cavaliers are overpowered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

Crom. Yield, sons of Belial ! 

Cav. Oh, Charles, my king ! 
^is time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy — destruction ! Charles ! 
My King 1 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. [points to 1st Cavalier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he ? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

1st Cav. I defy thee, Satan ! I'll back my rapier, an 
thou wilt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest a man, give up thine odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cromwell. Is kept 
back by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial ^ 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off B,. IS. 

Crom. {to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 

[Ooes up. 

1st Soldier (to Bowtell). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

BowteU. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination, Oxford. 

1st Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king^s name ? 

Bow. Even so ! 
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1^^ Sold. If now, you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bow. Nay! 

Cram, (who has joined them unperceived, and who is en- 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say * Yea ! * 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to death. 
Not as a king, but as a man who plots 
Against the honour, conscience of the king, 
And the true rights of every EngUshman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell ! Cromwell ! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say. 

If you should meet him, you would not turn back. 
Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset I 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 
Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 
Soldiers. Cromwell! Cromwell! [Trumpet. All go up. 
Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Rupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Crotn. Ha! Sound to arms ! Take post, \^Trumpe 
AH, save ihe brigadiers ! (To an OJicei-} Go! Tell them t 
Bring up the fascines ! Have we not to cross 
The dykes between ? Do you not heed me ? Quick ! 

Enter Arthur, L. i. E. 
Arth. Fairfax is beaten, and our right wing scattered. 
Crom. Dismay not these. Doth Rupert follow themr 
Arth. He doth. 

Crom. Then will I meet him. We will close, 
And try the issue. Forward ! 

BowTELL entert L. 1. E. 

Off. The musketry of Belial hath mowed down Israe 
and the sons of Zeruiah 

Crom. Tell me not of Zeruiah now. Speak EngUali 
knave ! This is no time for preaching. 

Off. The Scotch are in disorder. Lucas and Porter 
and the malignant Goring, are playing havoc with then; 
Newcastle with his white-coats are winning on us at pike' 
point ! 

Crom. That's what is done ! What is to do ? 
What says Lord Fairfax? 

Off. That you cliarge Rupert. 

Crom. Drawling idiot ! {To an Officer) Quick ! Lai 
bert, quick ! 
Bring up the Regiments ! 

Tell brave Friz^Il 
To follow — he shall see good sport anon. 

[A Soldier hrmds him morion 

Crom. I will not wear it. 

[Discharge of cannon. Trumpets. Drum 
On — on ! A Cromwell for a Rupert — on ! 

Soldiers. The Lord and Cromwell ! 

Crom. Not so. Rather shout, God and His people 
England ! Liberty ! 

Soldiers. England ! Liberty ! 
All rushing off. Tableau curtains. Cannonading. Shouts 
Trumpets and drttma. 
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SCENE IV. 

THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground ; one or two women attending. Cromwell 
is seen in their midst , mounted on his charger^ with 
drawn sword. 

Crom. Thus perish all^ who strive {gainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him^ Who fought with us. 

PICTURE ACT. 
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SCENE I. 

Courted Chamber in WhitehaU. Doors R. and L., open- 
ing C. with steps. Large table, C, with Seats. Raised 
chair at head actable, which is covered with papers 
and writing materials. 

Enter the Lady Elizabbtu followed hy AsTHm and 
Flobbkce, L. D. 

Eliz. Urge not your suit through me when she is here. 
Give half love's reasons that to me you gave. 
And she will not be cruel. 

{To Floebncb) Nay, he wise ! 
Or I shall speak. 

Artk. To-morrow I must leave, 

Flor. Shall you he ahsent long? The day is fine. 

Artk. Florence ! spurn not thus my love. 

Flor. I seem 

To hear the hated echoes still around 
Of Bftsil's suit, which my poor father urged. 
Until he drove me to seek refuge here. 
These are not times to listen to such words 
As you pursue me with. Fray spare me now ! 

Artk. Ay ! and for ever, cousin, if you will ! 
Forgive me if in these rude perilous days 
I spoke somewhat abruptly, loving you 
Too well for silence. Since you name me thus 
In the Bame breath with Basil, I withdraw 
My suit, but not affection. [Exit L. D. 

Flor. Stay ! 

Eli:, {looking out of window) Another 
Doomed to the block I the excellent Laud scarce cold 
In his blood-stained shroud ! 

It wearies me 
To live when just men die who love their king; 
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And I his daughter ! his that hath the power^ 
Yet does not stir to save them — ^nay ! approves. 
Condemns, and sanctions ! Oh ! 'tis terrible ! 
Flor. (runs and supports her) 

Dear Lady ! weep not thus — 

Miz, (jpoints to the window) Look ! Have they passed ? 
He was quite young — think you my father sat 
In judgment on him ? 

JPhr. Know you not he hath 

But yesterday returned from the far north ? 

Eliz. True ! true ! Where is your cousin gone, I sav ? 

Flor. Oh ! he has left. 

mz. Your answer to him ? 
. Flor. None. 

JEliz. What ! Know you not he now departs upon 
A secret and most dangerous service ? 

Flor. No ! O Arthur ! Arthur ! 

Fliz. Do you not love him ? Speak ! 

Flor. Indeed I love him ! There is not a thought 
Dividing the wild worship of my soul. 
Stay ! let me call him back, ere 'tis too late. [Exit L. D. 

JEliz. Poor girl ! how needless was the pain she gave 
Two true and faithful hearts — and I myself 
Who never loved, yet seem to know so well 
Love's pangs and sweetness. Were I Florence now. 
Could I have dealt so harshly with him ? No I 
And yet I only like him for her sake. 
How sad and heavy is my heart to-day ! 

[Crom. enters L. D, 

Dear father, art thou come to give me peace ? 

This kiss upon my brow 'tis mercy's seal. 

You will not let them slay the King. O ! father, speak. 

Crom. {pacing up and doum agitated.) Have I not 
promised thee that I will save him. 
If he will save himself? 

JSliz. You have, dear father. 
And then with blessings on your righteous name 
You will return to Huntingdon, where once 
We were so happy. I shall read to you. 
As I was wont : your hair then will not whiten 

4 



t 



42 CBomrEix. [act ni, 

So fint, and jo« will ■■ill npoo your Bern, 
Your frTomite at joa osed to call her then. 

[CaoMWBLL Usseg her forehead. 
Did tlie king speak yoo £ur ? 

CVtm. (glommly) Too £ur ! too fiur ! 
\ I fear not honert-fiur. Our good John Milton 

Speaks bitter wmds. He says Lord Strafford graced 
Right well the block, who pat his trust in him. 
What saith the S<rriptiire of the fiuth of Princes ? 

Eiiz. Twas not the &a1t of Charles that Strafford died. 
\ Cram. It was his &ult to sign. He shoold have died 

Himself first. Daughter ! Urge me not. I'll do 
What the Lord wills in this. Gro mind thy household, 
Thou little Royalist ! 

Eliza. Nay, &ther, hear me ! 

Cram. Away, child! Where are Richard and thy 

husband? 
Eliza. I will not leave you, till yon promise me. 
Cram. As the Lord liveth, is it not enough 
To stru^le with a Royal hypocrite. 
To keep his feet from falling, 'mid dissent 
On all sides, worse than chaos, liker hell. 
To be thus baited by one's own pale kin. 
Prating of what they may not understand ? 
Thy brother Richard with his heavy step 
i Plodding his way from book- shelved room to room, 

; '/ With eye as dull as huckster's third day's fish, 

; And just as sileut — then, thy mother with 

Her tearful and beseeching look, who moves 

Like a green widow in a mourning trance ; 

The very picture of * Heaven help us all.' 

Think you I shall do murder ? " Why not go 

At once unto the foe and there be spurned 

By Henrietta, that false DaliUh, 

Or plot my death for loyalty ? What is 

A father in your mind weighed with a king ? 

Yet what is king to you ? Ye were not bred 

To bark like dogs before the royal gate 

At all the world beside. Go hence ! go hence ! 

I would be left ^lone. 

Eliz. Oh," father, hold ! 
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Thou knowest best^ and J am wrong indeed. 
I did but pine to see thee more with us — 
To see thee happier 

Crom. Nay, look up, my child ! 

Ask what thou wilt, e»ept our country's shame. 

Eliz, Is it her glory, then, to slay her king ? 

Crom. It is our country's crime to be enslaved. 

Eliz^ I ask for mercy, loyalty. Are these 
Virtues or crimes ? 

Crom* Were this a righteous king, 

I then would answer thee. 

Eliz, Oh, save thy name 

From this deep stain. 

Crom, Go ! ask the king himself 

To save the king. It needs not much — a shred, 
A grain of honesty. 

Elis^, Seek but once more. 

Dear father, once again, and you shall fail not. 

Crom, I tell thee, I have sought, will seek once more 
In secret to make terms between Charles Stuart 
And his vext people. To the King of Kings 
Pray thou he keep his faith, as I keep mine. 

Eliz. Blest be thy promise ! Think you, were he slain. 
Thy hands stained ever in men's minds with blood. 
The world holds sacred 

Crom. Speak not of the world. 

Let justice be of Heaven ! 

Eliz, The deed were thine, 

Howe'er thou reason'st. Thus it will be said. 
Now, and hereafter. 

Crom. Be it so. I go 

To seek the king, ere yet the Council meets. 
Yea, go to ask that mercy for a people 
That hath not sinned, while thou dost ask for one 
Whose life is justly forfeited. 

Eliz. Heaven speed 

Thy just endeavour ! 

Crom. If it be so, then 

Thou'lt leave these shores with me for ever. So ! 

[Leads her towards doorJ] 
I pray that this my weakness be forgiven. 
If it should lead to error. 
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SCENE III. 

A LARGK BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK, 0. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at various rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers. 

Cavaliers. Noll's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen ! steady ! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He dhall have his own again ! 

[^TTiey shout and cheer. 

A Cav. A Toast, gentlemen ! — " Noll's nose a-fire! and 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitae ! " 

All. Ha! ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it off! You, Frank Howard, should beat 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! [Trumpet heard. 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

\Tu)o Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you, Wilmington, 'twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

1st Cav. You! 

2nd Cav. This kerchief was her*s. 

1^^ Cav. Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

Srd Cav. Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

Ist Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1^^ Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

Srd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters^ and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 
A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav, (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool ! 

[An explosion. The doors are burst open by a petard. 
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JEnter Cromwell. Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Cromwell^ who disarms and wounds him. 
Other Cavaliers are overpowered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

Crom. Yield, sons of Belial ! 

Cav, Oh, Charles, my king ! 
^is time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy — destruction ! Charles ! 
My King! 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. [points to 1st Cavalier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he ? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

1st Cav, I defy thee, Satan ! I'll back my rapier, an 
thou wilt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest a man, give up thine odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cromwell. Is kqpt 
hack by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial ^ 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off R. H. 

Crom. (to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 

[Goes up. 

1st Soldier (to Bowtell). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

Bowtell. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination, Oxford. 

1^^ Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 

Bow. Even so ! 
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Ist Sold. If now^ you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bow. Nay ! 

Crom. (who has joined them unperceivedy and who is en- 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea ! ' 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to deaths 
Not as a king^ but as a man who plots 
Against the honour^ conscience of the king^ 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell! Cromwell! 
Lead on. We*ll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say, 

If you should meet him, you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own, 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers^ Cromwell! Cromwell! [Trumpet. All go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Rupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Cirom. Ha! Sound to arms ! Take post, [Trumpet 
All, save the brigadiers ! (To an Officer) . Go! Tell them to 
Bring up the fascines ! Have we not to cross 
The dykes between ? Do you not heed me ? Quick ! 

Enter Arthur, L. 4. JE, 

Arth. Fairfax is beaten, and our right wing scattered. 
Crom. Dismay not these. Doth Rupert follow them? 
Arth. He doth. 

Crom. Then will I meet him. We will close. 
And try the issue. Forward ! 

BowTELL enters L.l. JE. 

Off. The musketry of Belial hath mowed down Israel, 
and the sons of Zeruiah — — 

Crom. Tell me not of Zeruiah now. Speak English, 
knave ! This is no time for preaching. 

Off. The Scotch are in disorder. Lucas and Porter, 
and the malignant Goring, are playing havoc with them. 
Newcastle with his white-coats are winning on us at pike's 
point ! 

Crom. That's what is done ! What is to do ? 
What says Lord Fairfax? 

Off. That you charge Rupert. 

Crom. Drawling idiot ! {To aw Officer) Quick! Lam- 
bert, quick ! 
Bring up the Regiments ! 

Tell brave FrizSU 
To follow — ^he shall see good sport anon. 

\A Soldier hands him morion. 

Crom. I will not wear it, 

[Discharge of cannon. Trumpets. Drum. 
On — on ! A Cromwell for a Rupert — on ! 

Soldiers. The Lord and Cromwell ! 

Crom. Not so. Rather shout, God and His people ! 
England ! Liberty ! 

Soldiers. England ! Liberty ! 
All rushing off. Tableau curtains. Cannonading. Shouts. 

Trumpets and drums. 
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SCENE IV, 

THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground ; one or two women attending, Cromwell 
is seen in their midst, mounted on his charger y with 
drawn sword, 

Crom. Thus perish all, who strive {gainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him, Who fought with us. 

PICTURE ACT. 
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My obstinate part refused all credence more ; 
And^ not content to limit such belief. 
Unlearned the lesson to its alphabet. 

Arth, For which accept my thanks. 'Twas generous. 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

FUr. Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sight. 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth. You are too kind ! 

Flor. And was that tale of Venice really true ? 
And did you fly from Bruges in the night. 
Being threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
'Twill give these tales a countenance. 

Arth, Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

Flor. Pardon me ! 

I meant not to offend you. 

Arih. Sweet Florence ! go not yet. 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear. 
To utter, and as many questions, Florence ! 
To ask you of yourself. You do not love ; 
You cannot love my brother — 

Flor. But alas! 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth. You'll not wed Basil ? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough ! I would not have you marry him ; 
For your own sake. 

{Aside) Would I might add for mine! 
But I am beggared. 

{Aloud) Cousin ! fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your friend 
And kinsman. 

Flor, As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tis but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible ! 

I need it not. I bear a letter here 



SC. II.] .CROMWELL. 31 

Commending me unto the General Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find, 
Should it be needed. 

Flor. Nay then^ fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit R. 2. E 

Arth, For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field. 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. [Exit L. U, E. 



SCENE II. 

AN APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Enter Lady Cromwell, iJ. 1. E., followed ly Ladies in 

Attendance. 

Lady Orom. Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt M. I. E. 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
him, as if he were indeed a king - 

Enter Elizabeth It. I. E, 

My dear child, where have you been ? 

Eliz. In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unperceived, and 

approaches them. 
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Ire. {To Elizabeth) How ! no reply ? 
You might have answered, ' My father's will 
And that of Heaven.' A daughter's fit reply. 

Lady Crom, Good Master Ireton, in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself, 
And thus gain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite. 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire. If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, my task is vain. 
If pictured robes of silent tyranny. 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime, 
The dust-grimed spectres of the buried past. 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near. 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father — then my words are nought. 

Eliz. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire. If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think you he has no fiat for the change 
Which the Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into his soul ? 

Eliz. It may be so. 

I love my father. He himself sometimes 
Is sore perplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The child of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would we had stopped in the old manor-house ! 
Then had my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the still bosom of the placid moat. 
Shone unrebuked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire. Now let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine like a true and constant satellite ! 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

Eliz. I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This much I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

Lady Crom. I thank you too. 

Eliz. Look where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chin so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklet was all spikes. 
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Bridget enters JR. 

Lady Cram. Dear Bridget^ shall we fo^th unto the 
Mall ? 

Brtd. And hear the moh cry * There's the hrewer's wife 
And daughters !* No, not I, *tis time, I trow. 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison tcith Officers L. H. 

Star. Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears. 
Your brave son Oliver fell Ihis day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Crom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this ? 

Har. Not yet ! 

He will avenge him dearly. 

Lady Crom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt Uke this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find. 
Where I may weep alone. 

Eliz. She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire. 'Tis sad indeed ? 

At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next great battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads "^ ' 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

\Slou) music. Exeunt. 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, It.\,E. Ireton, Harrison, and Officers 
exit L, 1, E. 
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Flor. {aside) Alas! 

The breath of her whole life was one long sigh. 
Her only happy smile the last. 

Sir Sim. Love! Stuff! 

Your mother did not love me when we wed. 

Flor, Well, father, leave me to myself awhile, 
I would obey you if I could. 

Sir Sim, There! There! 

Now you talk sensibly. Who loves you like 
Your poor old father? He but lives for you. 
You know you can do what you please with me. 
But I must have obedience. This is well. [Exeunt R. 

Enter A.TaiT'B.vlai Walton and William, i. 3. E. 

Arth. There is nought changed ; yet what a world of care 
Of sorrow, passion, pleasure have I known, 
Since I last stood in this remembered spot. 
I feel like one who, having long perused 
Some strange and chequered tale, at length reverts 
Unto himself again. 

Will, Now who would think 

Old England had been scene of so much strife 
During our absence, sir ! Look at that siga. 

Arth, Ay,, what of that ? 

Will, What of it ? why the king's head painted out. 
That's all. 

Arth. That sign ! Twas once the royal head of James ; 
Some thirsty limner passing made it Charles : 
I've heard it said 'twas e'en our good Queen Bess. 
And now 'tis nought. What shall it be again ? 
Well, take this letter to my brother. Learn 
All that you can^ and meet me near the inn. 

[Exit Arthur M. 

Will, So this publican hath ceased to be a sinner! 
To think of old Gurton being called Newborn. Gadso, 
he babbles of religion, like the tap which his boy left 
running this morning to see the troop of cavaliers go by. 
Yet I marked that Gurton swore roundly, ere Newborn 
found his voice to upbraid. O Gurton ! how utterly shalt 
thou be damned 
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Enter Host from Inn C, 

Host. It did seem to me that thou wast discoursing 
aloud in prayer. Does thy master desire any creature 
comfort ? 

Will. Master Gurton ! Your stomach hath kept pace 
with your righteousness. 

Host. Ha! who hath told •»»# iky carnal name? It /^^ ft*y/ 
doth remind me of. the bonds of the flesh. • 

Will. Do you not know me? I am William Nut- 
brown. 

Host. Nay ! What ! my old friend Will, that had his 
love-child fathered on me ? Why, he was a youth ! 

Will. He was — a youth of promise. Behold the ful- 
filment in these legs, this manly breast. 

Sost. Oh, wonderful ! and to think that I knew you 
not. But you are horribly and most abominably improved. 
Will Nutbrown to be sure, and whence come you ? 

Will. From the land of beccaficos, mine old Newborn ! 
but you understand me not. You have merely observed 
the growth of calves and chickens, the ebb and flow of 
October ale, the decay of local pigeon-houses, and the 
renewal of the parish stocks. Your sole chronicle hath 
been the ripe birth of undistinguishable curly-headed 
village children — and the green burial of undistinguished 
village bald old men hath been your only lesson. You 
have simply acquired amazement at the actions of the man 
of experience. Does a quart measure still hold a quart ? 

Sost. Alas ! more. These be sore times for us. There 
hath been a Parliamentary inquiry into weights and 
measures, and last Michaelmas was a year — 

Will. You shall tell me all this anon. 

Sost. And art thou a vessel of grace, or a brand given 
unto the burning ? Of a verity — 

Will. Come, no lies with me ! I shall doubt you, if 
you utter a .canting word, except in your calling. But 
tell me the reason of this change, seeing that the cavaliers 
should be your best friends ? 

Sost. Friend Will! I will tell you. The cavaliers 
drink lustily, and of claret and sherris with spice, whereas 
the elect do chiefly affect ale. But oh. Will, when I did 
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ask for payment — not to speak of my keeping never a 
serving wench honesty and I have daughters now grown — 
your best cavalier would ever pull out a long embroidered 
purse with one gold piece in it, regarding which he would 
briskly swing it round, and jerking it together thus, replace 
it in his doublet, saying, " Prithee, sweet Spigot ! or it 
might be " Jolly Master Gurton ! chalk it up, and I will 
pay thee when the King hath his own," or I will go coin 
it from Noll's ruby nose," and in a fortnight the poor 
gentleman would be slain. And as for the worst kind of 
Cavalier, when I did gently remind him, he would swear 
and draw his rapier and make a pass near my girdle, so 
that I was glad to see him depart with a skinful of my 
best wine unpaid for. Moreover, an he were handsome 
and a moon-raker, my wife, who is now at rest, would ever 
take his part, and cry shame on me for a niggard to tease 
a sweet loyal gentleman so, that would pay when a could. 

Moreover 

WilL Hold! Your reasons are sufficient. You have 
become a saint to escape martyrdom. Me thinks I see the 
gallants foining at you. Was it thus ? Sa ! sa ! 

[Draws his sword and makes a feint near the host. 

Host. Have a care ! 

Will, [continuing.) Gadsookers! I shall die with 
laughter. And thy wife ! Eh ! 

Host, Wilt thou be quiet ? I see no jest. Nay, put 
up thy toasting iron. [Trumpet y L, H, 

Will. Ha! ha! 

Host. Hush ! Who are these? [Looking off L. U. E. 

Host. Here is a troop of horse. {Calls off C.) Quick ! 
water the double ale. Tell my daughter Kate to lock up 
the Trinidado tobaccos, and her younger sisters. 

[Exit Host, G. 

Enter Irbton, Harrison and others^ L. U. E. 

Ire. Give us to drink, good measure ; for the flesh is 
thirsty. That which we have shall be paid. Who is 
that fellow? {Points to William). 

Har. Ha ! a malignant — smite him ! 

Host. Hold ! He did but draw his weapon to defy the 
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evil one. (To William aside) Speak quickly, some words 
of grace. 

Har. Thou hearest, Sin-despise ! Lo ! I myself have 
Tvrestled with the Powers of Darkness (2b William) 
In what shape appeareth he ? * 

Will. With horns an't please you, {aside) very lik^ 
Master Newborn here. 

Ire. Here we need counsel, and he raves of dreams 
And devils. Come, Harrison ! 
Will you not hear how fortune dawns on us ? 

Har. Heard you of Falkland's death at Newbury ? 

Ire. I did. On either side in this sad war 
The good and noble seem the ripest fruit. 
And so fall first. 

Har. Thus let them perish ! All 

Who strive against the Lord. 
Is Cromwell nigh ? 

Ire. He wiU be here anon. 
Now, men, to quarters. In four hours we march 
To join Lord Essex. See your girths are slacked, 
Your pistols primed, your beasts fed, and your souls 
Watching for grace. 

[Exeunt Harrison and Ireton, C. 

BowTELL approaches William. 

Bow. I say, wilt thou discourse ? 

Another Sold. Give him a text. 

Bow. He lacketh speech. He is a dumb Amalekite. 

Sold. I will even awaken him with a prick of my 
sword. 

Host. (Aside to William) Say something for thy, life ! 

Host, (aside) Thou couldst talk fast enough just now. 

Bow. Here is a stool. Let him mount thereon. 

Will, (inside) I will practise on their ignorance {mounts 
the stool). 

Will. Of all thirsts there be none like that of righteous- 
ness — 

Soldiers. Hum! 

Will. For strong ale. 

Bow. Lift up thy voice higher, lest we stumble in the 
dark. 
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Will, {aside) I would I could remember a text ! (aloud) 
The General Cromwell hath, they say, a red nose, which 
I look upon as a great sign. 

2nd Sold. Ha ! Blasphemest thou ? 

1st Sold. He scoffeth. . 

2nd Sold. Down with him. 

Host. O fool ! There will be blood spilt. 

[Trumpet, L. H. 

[They drag William down and buffet him, the Host vainly 
endeavouring to interfere. As Sin-Despise draws 
his swordy the trumpets sound outside to saddle. 

Enter Harrison. 

Har. Why dally ye ? -To horse ! 
The malignant Goring is nigh. 
[The Soldiers leave immediately. The trumpets are still 

heard sounding. Exeunt all save William and 

Host — 

Host. These be now your civil wars. Didst mark, he 
said all should be paid ? Now with them that were here 
and about, there were some fourscore and ten quarts, that 
might have been drunk, had they but stayed an hour or 
so, and now they ride off thirsty to be killed. 

Will. It would have been worse, had they drunk all, 
and then departed in that military haste which precludes 
payment. 

Host. Ay, thou vrilt have thy jest. Come in. 

Will. I must seek my master. I will join you anon. 

Host goes into house, C. ; William, L. H. 

Re-enter Arthur. 

Arth. In yon deep halcyon sky the stars are lit 
For Evening Service of Seraphic quires. 
The moon hangs low ; her golden orb enwrapt 
In nest of white woof edged with amber gleams. 
That leaves the eye in doubt, as swelling die 
Bound trills of music on th' enraptured ear. 
Where it doth fade in blue or softly quicken. 
How, as I came, each glittering blade of grass 
Was doubled by its shadow on the ground. 
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While myriad dew-drops hung the trees with light ! 
Can evil hearts throb near a scene like this ? 

Be-enter William. 
WtU. Master^ your cousin comes. 

Enter Fxorencb. 

Arth. {saluting her) Fair cousin, thus 
I claim a young relationship now grown 
Old in long absence. 

Flor. {rushing towards him) Arthur! dear, dear 
Arthur ! 

Sir, I have cause to seek this interview, 
Needing protection. Nay, I trust, so doing, 
I have not erred. 'Tis long since we have met 

Arth, {aside) Is all her nature, art? How sweet a 
face! 

{Aloud) Fair cousin, tell me, for most strange it seems, 
How *tis that under your own father's roof 
You need protection ? 

Flor. Cousin, I have come 

First to entreat that you will use this gold. 
Indeed you can repay me shortly when 
Your brother is more just. It is for him 
I offer it— 

Arth. For him ! Is't true you are 
Betrothed ? 

Fhr. My father wills so. 

Arth. I need not 

This bounty. 

Flor. Cousin, take it, I implore. 
Will you refuse me ? 

Arth. Nay, I cannot take it ; 

But coin my heart in thanks. 

Flor. A well-worn heart 
In more than thanks, if all I hear be true. 

Arth. That you have heard is false. 

I never loved 
In all my life,' {aside) and fear to do so now. 

Fhr. Such evil has been coupled with your name 
In my continual hearing, that at length 
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My obstinate part refused all credence more ; 
Andy not content to limit such belief^ 
Unlearned the lesson to its alphabet. 

Arth. For which accept my thanks. *Twas generous. 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

Flor. Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sight. 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth, You are too kind ! 

Flor, And was that tale of Venice really true ? 
And did you fly from Bruges in the night. 
Being threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
'Twill give these tales a countenance. 

Arth, Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

Flor. Pardon me ! 

I meant not to offend you. 

Arth, Sweet Florence ! go not yet. 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear. 
To utter, and as many questions, Florence ! 
To ask you of yourself. You do not love ; 
You cannot love my brother — 

Flor. But alas ! 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth. You'll not wed Basil ? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough ! I would not have you marry him ; 
For your own sake. 

{Aside) Would I might add for mine! 
But I am beggared. 

{Aloud) Cousin ! fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your friend 
And kinsman. 

Flor. As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tis but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible ! 

I need it not. I bear a letter here 
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Commending me unto the General Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find, 
Should it be needed. 

Fhr, Nay then, fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit R.2.E 

Arth, For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field. 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. [Exit L. U, E. 



SCENE II. 

AN APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Enter Lady Cromwell, R, 1. E.y followed by Ladies in 

Attendance. 

Lady Grom, Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt R, 1. E, 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
him, as if he were indeed a king ^ 

Enter Elizabeth R. 1, E. 

My dear child, where have you been ? 

Eliz. In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unpercetved, and 

approaches them. 
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Ire. {To Elizabbth) How ! no reply ? 
You might have answered, * My father's will 
And that of Heaven.* A daughter's fit reply. 

Lady Oram. Good Master Ireton, in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself. 
And thus gain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite. 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire. If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, my task is vain. 
If pictured robes of silent tyranny. 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime. 
The dust-grimed spectres of the buried past. 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near. 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father — then my words are nought. 

JEliz. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire. If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think you he has no fiat for the change 
Which the Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into his soul ? 

Mix. It may be so. 

I love my father. He himself sometimes 
Is sore perplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The child of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would we had stopped in the old manor-house ! 
Then had my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the still bosom of the placid moat. 
Shone unrebuked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire. Now let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine like a true and constant satellite ! 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

Eliz. I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This much I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

Lady Crom. I thank you too. 

Eliz. Look where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chin so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklet was all spikes. 
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Bridget erUers JR. 

Lady Cram. Dear Bridget^ shall we forth unto the 
Mall ? 

Brtd. And hear the mob cry * There*8 the brewer's wife 
And daughters !* No, not I, *ti8 time, I trow. 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison with Officers L. H. 

Mar, Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears. 
Your brave son Oliver fell Ihis day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Crom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this ? 

Har. Not yet ! 

He will avenge him dearly. 

Lady Crom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt like this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find. 
Where I may weep alone. 

Eliz. She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire. 'Tis sad indeed ? 

At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next great battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads "^ ^ 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

[Slow mmic. Exeunt. 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, R. 1, E. Ireton, Harrison, and Officers 
exit L. 1, E. 
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SCENE III. 

I 

I A LARGE BARN WITH FOLDING DOORS AT THE BACK^ O. 

A number of Cavaliers are seen drinking at various rude 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Some 
are playing at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner. 

GLEE, by Cavaliers, 

Cavaliers, NoU's red nose 

In a bumper here goes 

To Beelzebub, his own master ; 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king I 

Gentlemen ! steady ! 

Fill now, be ready ! 

He shall have his own again ! 



[They shout and cheer. 

A Cav, A Toast, gentlemen ! — ^** Noll's nose a-fire! and 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua vitae ! " 

All, Ha! ha! 

A Cav, Would we might come across the snuffling 
organ and cut it oft*! You, Frank Howard, should beai 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly- 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goliah. Led on by its light, we would march 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! \Trumpet heard, 

A Cav. Lord ! what rumpling of sober dimities among 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Two Cavaliers advance with angry gestures 
to the front. 
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1^^ Cav. I tell you, Wilmington , 'twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

1st Cav. You ! 

2nd Cav. This kerchief was her's. 

Ist Cav. Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

Srd Cav. Wlio is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

1st Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1^^ Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. (Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fighU The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

Srd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 2nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 
A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1st Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool ! 

[An explosion. The doors are burst open by a petard. 



J 



I 



I 



86 OBOMWELL. [act T, 

Enter Cromwell. Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Cromwell, who disarms and wounds him. 
Other Cavaliers are overpowered and disarmed by 
Soldiers. 

Crom. Yield, sons of Belial ! 

Cav. Oh, Charles, my king ! 
^Tis time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy— destruction ! Charles ! 
My King ! 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. [^points to \st Cavalier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he ? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

\st Cav. I defy thee, Satan 1 T'U back my rapier, an 
thou wilt fight. Brewer ! Curse on thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest a man, give up thine odds ! 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cromwell. Is k^t 
hack by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks. 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurvy jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in. Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial ^ 

XTnto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off R. H. 

Crom. (to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 
I [Ooes up. 

1st Soldier (to BowteU). Is Charles Stuart there in 
person ? 

BowteU. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination, Oxford. 

1^^ Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 

Bow. Even so ! 
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1^^ Sold. If now^ you met the King in battle^ would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Bow. Nay I 

Crom. (who h<i8 joined them unpercetvedy and who is en" 
veloped in a dark mantis). But I say ' Yea !' 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to deaths 
Not as a king, but as a man who plots 
Against the honour^ conscience of the king. 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell ! Cromwell ! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say, 

If you should meet him, you would not turn back. 

Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. * Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 

md. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death, 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers^ Cromwell! Cromwell! [TrumpeL All go up. 

Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Hupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Will, {aside) I would I could remember a text ! (aloud) 
The General Cromwell hath, they say, a red nose, which 
I look upon as a great sign. 

find iSold. Hal Blasphemest thou? 

lat Sold. He ecoffeth. . 

&nd Sold. Down with him. 

Host. O fool ! There will be blood spilt. 

[Trumpet, L. B. 
{They dragyfiL'LiK'Hidovm and huffei him, the Host vainly 
endeavouring to interfere. As Sin-Despise draws 
his sword, the trumpets sound outside to saddle. 

Enter Harrison, 
Har. Why dally ye ? To horse ! 
The malignant Goring is nigh. 

[J%e Soldiers leave immediately. The trumpets are still 

heard sounding. Exeunt all save William and 

Host — 

Host. These be now your civil wars. Didst mark, he 

Baiii all should be paid ? Now with them that were here 

and about, there were some fourscore and ten quarts, that 

might have been drunk, had they but stayed an hour or 

so, and now they ride off thirsty to be killed. 

WiU. It would have been worse, had they drunk all, 
and then departed in that military haste which precludes 
payment. 

Sogl. Ay, thou wilt have thy jest. Come in. 
WiU. I must seek my master. I will join you anon. 
Host goes into home, C. ,■ William, L. H. 

Re-enter Abthcr. 
Arth. In yon deep halcyon sky the stars are Ht 
For Evening Service of Seraphic quires. 
The moon hangs low ; her golden orb enwrapt 
In nest of white woof edged with amber gleams. 
That leaves the eye in doubt, as swelling die 
Round trills of music on th' enraptured ear. 
Where it doth fade in blue or softly quicken- 
How, as I came, each glittering blade of grass 
Was doubled by its shadow on the ground, 
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While myriad dew-drops hung the trees with light ! 
Can evil hearts throb near a scene like this ? 

Re-enter William. 
WiU. Master^ your cousin comes. 

Enter Florence. 

Arth, {saluting her) Fair cousin^ thus 
I claim a young relationship now grown 
Old in long absence. 

Flor, {rushing towards him) Arthur) dear^ dear 
Arthur ! 

Sir, I have cause to seek this interview, 
Needing protection. Nay, I trust, so doing, 
I have not erred. ^Tis long since we have met 

Arth. {aside) Is all her nature, art? How sweet a 
face! 

{Aloud) Fair cousin, tell me, for most strange it seems, 
How 'tis that under your own father's roof 
You need protection? 

Flor, Cousin, I have come 

First to entreat that you will use this gold. 
Indeed you can repay me shortly when 
Your brother is more just. It is for him 
I offer it — 

Arth. For him ! Is't true you are 
Betrothed ? 

Flor. My father wills so. 

Arth. I need not 

This bounty. 

Flor. Cousin, take it, I implore. 
Will you refuse me ? 

Arth. Nay, I cannot take it ; 

But coin my heart in thanks. 

Flor. A well-worn heart 
In more than thanks, if all I hear be true. 

Arth. That you have heard is false. 

I never loved 
In all my life/ {aside) and fear to do so now. 

Flor. Such evil has been coupled with your name 
In my continual hearing, that at length 
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My obBtinate part refused all credence more ; 
And, uot content to limit such belief. 
Unlearned the lesson to its alphabet. 

Arth. For which accept my thanks. 'Twas genero'ii 
And worthy of my playmate sweet of old. 

Flw. Perhaps, too, my woman's nature felt some pique 
To see a playmate grown so terrible 
A being. It was hardly wise to place 
Such strict injunctions to avoid e'en sight. 
Nor judge with my own eyes. 

Arth. You are too kind ! 

Fhr. And was that tale of Venice really true? 
And did you fly from Bruges in the night, 
Ueing threatened by the syndic for ill deeds ? 
You do not look it. Nay, if you frown thus, 
'Twiil give these tales a countenance. 

Arth. Jest not 

With one so wronged as I am. 

FloT. Pardon me ! 

I meant not to oflTcnd you. 

Arth. Sweet Florence ! go not yeL 

I had a thousand loyal thoughts, I swear, 
To utter, and aa many questions, Florence ! 
To ask you of yourself. You do not love ; 
You cannot love my brother — 

Flor. But alas! 

I love my father, and he wills it so. 

Arth. You'll uot wed Basil? 

Flor. I would sooner die. 

Arth Enough ! I would not have you marry him 
For your own sake. 

(Anide) Would I might add for minel 
But I am beggared. 

(Aloud) Cousin 1 fare you well ! 
Command me to the utmost as your fiiead 
And kinsman. 

Flor. As your kinswoman and friend, 

I do entreat you take this present sum. 
'Tis but bare justice. 

Arth. Nay, impossible I 

I need it not. I bear a letter here 
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Commending me unto the General Cromwell : 
You'll hear of me ere long and succour find. 
Should it be needed. 

Flor. Nay then, fare you well. 
You have my kindest wishes. [Exit R. 2. E 

Arth. For thy sake, Florence ! 

Henceforth, I will believe in woman. Aught 
Beyond were selfish folly in my state. 
Now I will seek out Cromwell, who hath won 
Such great repute since Chalgrave's bloody field. 
And stand or fall for England's liberties. [Exit L. U, E. 



SCENE II. 

A.N APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Enter Lady Cromwell, R, 1. E,y followed by Ladies in 

Attendance, 

Lady Orom. Thank you, I need nothing more. You 
are at liberty to dispose of your time as you please, 

[Ladies exeunt R. 1. E. 

Ah, me ! I never shall feel at home in this great draughty 
place. What would I not give once more to sit down to my 
spinning-wheel at St. Ives. And yet when I hear my 
husband's voice of command, and mark the greatest obey 
him, as if he were indeed a king ^ 

Enter Elizabeth R. 1. E. 

My dear child, where have you been ? 

Eliz, In the long gallery, where silent scorn and con- 
demnation from the eyes of the pictured multitude on the 
walls followed me as I paced up and down. They seemed 
to ask what did I there ? and I could make no reply. 

During this speech Ireton has entered unperceived, and 

approaches them. 
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Ire. (To ELiBABKrH)How! no reply? 
You might have answered, ' My father's will 
And that of Heaven.' A daughter's fit reply. 

iflrfy Oram. Good Master Ireton, in my secret heart 
I sometimes make such answer to myself. 
And thus gain strength to bear my arduous part. 
This girl, her father's long spoilt favourite. 
Presumes to cross him as no other dares. 
I pray you chide her for her wilfulness. 

Ire. If filial duty, love, and reverence 
Plead not within her breast, my task is vain. 
If pictured rohes of silent tyranny. 
Phantoms of earth-crowned pride and sceptred crime, 
The dust-grimed spectres of the buried past. 
Speak to her heart more fondly and more near, 
Than the great living heart of him this age 
Might well call father — then my words are nought. 

W,ix. In childhood I was taught to love my king. 

Ire. If thus your father taught his rebel child. 
Think you he has no fiat for the change 
Which the Almighty Parent of us all 
Hath breathed into his soul? 

Mis. It may be so. 

I love my fiither. He himself sometimes 
Is sore perplexed by doubts. I should have been 
The child of some grey loyal cavalier. 
Would we had stopped in the old manor-house ! 
Then had my love, like some pale star's mild rays 
In the still bosom of the placid moat. 
Shone unrehuked of sternness and of thee. 

Ire. Now let it in the firmament of heaven 
Shine like a true and constant satellite ! 
His sweet support and loving solace be. 
Whose name shall be endeared in future time 
To all true hearts throughout this English realm. 

Elis. I will be cheerful and obedient. 
This much I promise, and your wisdom thank 
For teaching a weak girl her duty thus. 

hady Crom. I thank you too, 

Eliz. Jjook where my sister Ireton comes. 
With chin so held aloft, that you would think 
Her necklet was all spikes. 
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Bridget enters It. 

Lady Orom. Dear Bridget^ shall we forth unto the 
Mall ? 

Brid. And hear the mob cry * There's the brewer's wife 
And daughters !' No, not I, 'tis time, I trow, 
That Parliament put down these malaperts. 

Enter Harrison with Officers L, H, 

Har, Madam, I have sad news for saddest ears^ 
Your brave son Oliver fell l;his day week. 
Fighting at Appleby. 

Lady Crom. My son ! my son ! 

Sir, does my husband know of this ? 

Har. Not yet ! 

He will avenge him dearly. 

Lady Crom. Upon whom ? 

More bereaved mothers ? If the proudest Queen 
Who ever reigned in England felt like this, 
I pity her indeed. Lead me unto 
Some quiet room, the smallest you can find. 
Where I may weep alone. 

Eliz. She swoons. O Heaven ! 

Are not thy judgments plain ? 

My father's pride 
And hope thus perished — 

Ire. 'Tis sad indeed ? 

At such a moment too, when chance of war 
Hangs all our banners with victorious wreaths. 
Come bear the Lady Cromwell to her couch. 
'Twere well the General know not this before 
The next great battle. Soldiers ! bare your heads ^ ^ 
In sacred presence of a mother's grief. 

[Slaw music, Exeunt, 

[Lady Cromwell is led off by Bridget and Eliza- 
beth, R.lyE. Ireton, Harrison, and Officers 
exit L, 1, E. 
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SCENE III. ^M 

A I^RGK BARN WITH FOLDING DOOHS AT THE BACK, O. 

A. numher of Cavaliers are seen drinking at various rud 
tables. Women are interspersed among them. Som^ 
areplaying at dice. Their arms are piled in a corner 



GLEE, hy Cavaliers. 

Noil's red nose 

a bumper here goes 



To Beelzebub, his o 

With the pikes at his flank 

Of our foremost rank 

And the devil to find him plaster. 

Fairfax and Harrison 

On them our malison ! 

But drink and sing 

A health to the king ! 

Gentlemen! steady! 

Fill now, be ready I 

He shall have his own again ! 



\_They shout and cheer 

'' Noll's nose a-fire! ant 

a vitae ! ' 



A Cav. A Toast, gentlei 
the devil's youngest daughter to baste it with aqua v 

All. Hal ha! 

A Cav. Would we might come across the snufilinf 
organ and cut it off! You, Frank Howard, should beai 
it before us, as senior cornet. You would be like curly^ 
headed David with the spoils of the Philistine Drum- 
Major Goltah. Led on hy its light, we would marcl 
straight to London. Ha! ha! ha! [Trumpet heard 

A Cav. Lord! what rumpling of sober dimities amonj 
the wives and daughters of the fat citizens. 

[Two Cavaliers advance with angry gesturei 
to the front. 
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Ist Cav. I tell you^ Wilmington/twas I she did regard. 

2nd Cav. And I tell you that she adores me. 

1st Cav. You! 

2nd Cav. This kerchief was her's, 

Ist Cav. Bah ! You stole it from your grandmother ! 

2nd Cav. Ha ! 

Srd Cav, Who is this piece of goods — she at the White 
Dragon ? 

1st Cav. Nay, a mercer's daughter. Would'st like her 
address ! She entertaineth well. 

2nd Cav. 'Tis false. 

1^^ Cav. I met her yester-e'en, and she said you are an 
innocent youth. 

2nd Cav. Fire and furies ! I'll not bear this. {Strikes 
him) Take that ! 

[They draw their swords and fight. The 
Cavaliers close in round them. 

Srd Cav. Hold, lads! I believe these wenches are 
dowered by old Noll to set our young hot-bloods by the 
ears. 

[They continue to fight. The 8nd Cavalier 
is wounded. A Cavalier richly dressed 
enters, and makes enquiring gestures. 

Cav. Shame on you, gentlemen ! 
The King needs all your blood, and must you spill it 
In broils like these ? 

I tell you even now. 
While ye are lost in drunken quarrelling, 
Cromwell is near ! 

A Cav. The King shall have his own again. Upseyes! 

[Confused movement to arm. 

1st Cav. (who has continued to drink) May the devil 
suck thy soul through a tobacco pipe! I care not for 
thee, or Noll. (Draws) Sa ! Sa ! Canst fight as well as 
preach ? 

Cav. To arms ! Here, Willsden, is your sword ! Varley, 
arouse thee ! Away, women ! (1^^ Cavalier stands in his 
way) Off! fool! 

[An explosion. The doors are hurst open by a petard. 
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Enter Cromwell. Appears C, with Soldiers. Cavalier 
attacks Crohwell, who disarms and wounds him. 
Other Cavaliers are overpowered and disarmed by 
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Crom. Yield, sons of Belial ! 

Cat. Oh, Charles, my king ! 
Tis time to die, ere see thy cause thus lost. 
Now could I prophesy — destruction ! Charles ! 
My King I 

Crom. There is no king, save One, and He 
Is with us. [points to \st Cat>alier. 

Yon poor wretch, what saith he? Nay, 
Strike him not. 

1st Cat). I defy thee, Satan ! I'll back my rapier, an 
thoti wilt fight. Brewer ! Curseon thy muddy veins, thou 
hast no honorable desperation in thee. Come, if thou 
beest ft man, give up thine odds I 

[Makes an endeavour to reach Cbohwell. Is kept 
back by Soldiers. 

Crom. It seemeth that 
The ungodly fret. Go, place him in the stocks, 
I charge you, harm him not ; but give him ale. 
Wine, and a scurry jest-book. Such as he 
Do make us triumph. Fall in, Ironsides. 
This is a gift of Heaven. See burial . 

Unto the dead. Then on to Marston Moor ! 

Loud trumpet call. Cavaliers are taken off through 
C, guarded. Wounded Cavalier led off R. H. 

Crom. (to Soldiers). To-morrow we shall sup in York. 
[Goes up. 

1st Soldier (to BowteU), Is Charles Stuart there in 
person? 

JSowtell. Surely he is not. The man is in that city of 
abomination, Oxford. 

'Lit Sold. Is it not true that we did ask them that guard 
the town there to yield it in the king's name ? 

Bow. Even so! 
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1^^ Sold. If now, you met the King in battle, would 
you smite him to the earth ? 

Sow. Nay ! 

Crom. (who has joined them unperceived, and who is en' 
veloped in a dark mantle). But I say ' Yea ! ' 

Hearken you all ! 
Charles Stuart I would gladly smite to death. 
Not as a king, but as a man who plots 
Against the honour, conscience of the king. 
And the true rights of every Englishman. 
Is any here the muscles of whose arm 
Grow slack to think he may meet such a one 
In arms to-morrow ? Let him hence to-day ! 
God and his country have no need of him. 

Sold. A Cromwell! Cromwell! 
Lead on. We'll slay the king. 

Crom. I did but say. 

If you should meet him, you would not turn back. 
Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Nor slur the onset ! 

Sold. No ! 

Crom. Nor spare 

A courtier for his likeness to the king ? 
Sold. No! No! 

Crom. Why then you are mine own. 
My brave and trusty Ironsides. See here 
Are some right honest faces I have known 
In battle, and they'll follow me to death. 
If needed. Let the paltry Scot go hence. 
And even Fairfax rein his charger back. 
We'll on unto the breach. The Powers of Heaven 
Will ride in thunder with our mail-clad host. 
The proudest head that ever wore a crown 
Shall not withstand us. Strike and spare not. 

Soldiers^ Cromwell! Cromwell! [Trumpet. All go up* 
Crom. Whom have we here ? 

Orderly. Enters L. 

Ord. The Earl doth bid you 

Prepare for action. Bupert and Newcastle 
Are forth outside. 
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Orom. Ha ! Sound to arms ! Take post, [Trumpet. 
AH, save the brigadiers ! {To an OfficeryGo\ Tell them to 
Bring up the fascines ! Have we not to cross 
The dykes between ? Do you not heed me ? Quick ! 

Enter Arthur, Z. 4. E. 

Arth. Fairfax is beaten, and our right wing scattered. 
Crom. Dismay not these. Doth Bupert follow them ? 
Arth. He doth. 

Crom. Then will I meet him. We will close. 
And try the issue. Forward ! 

BowTELL enters L.l.E. 

Off. The musketry of Belial hath mowed down Israel, 
and the sons of Zeruiah « 

Crom. Tell me not of Zeruiah now. Speak English^ 
knave! This is no time for preaching. 

Off. The Scotch are in disorder. Lucas and Porter, 
and the malignant Goring, are playing havoc with them . 
Newcastle with his white-coats are winning on us at pike's 
point ! 

Crom. That's what is done ! What is to do ? 
What says Lord Fairfax? 

Off. That you charge Rupert. 

Crom. Drawling idiot ! {To an Officer) Quick! Lam- 
bert, quick ! 
Bring up the Regiments ! 

Tell brave Friz^U 
To follow — ^he shall see good sport anon. 

\A Soldier hands him morion. 

Crom. I will not wear it. 

[Discharge of cannon. Trumpets. Drum. 
On — on ! A Cromwell for a Rupert — on ! 

Soldiers. The Lord and Cromwell ! 

Orom. Not so. Rather shout, God and IJis people ! 
England ! Liberty ! 

Soldiers. England ! Liberty ! 
All rushing off. Tableau curtains. Cannonading. Shouts. 

Trumpets and drums. 
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SCENE IV. 

THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Soldiers discovered routing the Cavaliers ; some wounded in 
foreground ; one or two women attending. Cromwell 
is seen in their midst ^ mounted on his charger y with 
drawn sword, 

Crom. Thus perish all^ who strive {gainst the Lord ! 
Now for this crowning mercy render thanks 
To Him, Who fought with us. 

PICTURE ACT, 
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ACT IL 

SCENE T. 

Council Chamber in TVhitehalL Doors R. and i., open- 
ing C, with steps. Large table, C, with Seats. liaised 
chair at head of table, which is covered with papers 
and tvriting materials. 

Enter the Lady Elizabeth followed by Abthur and 

Florence, L. D. 

Eliz. Urge not your suit through me when she is here. 
Give half love's reasons that to me you gave. 
And she will not be cruel. 

(To Florence) Nay, be wise ! 
Or I shall speak. 

Arth. To-morrow I must leave. 

Flor. Shall you be absent long ? The day is fine. 

Arth. O Florence ! spurn not thus my love. 

Flor. I seem 

To hear the hated echoes still around 
Of BasiPs suit, which my poor father urged. 
Until he drove me to seek refuge here. 
These are not times to listen to such words 
As you pursue me with. Pray spare me now ! 

Arth. Ay ! and for ever, cousin, if you will ! 
Forgive me if in these rude perilous days 
I spoke somewhat abruptly, loving you 
Too well for silence. Since you name me thus 
In the same breath with Basil, I withdraw 
My suit, but not affection. \^Exit L. D, 

Flor. Stay ! 

Fliz. (looking out of window) Another 
Doomed to the block ! the excellent Laud scarce cold 
In his blood-stained shroud ! 

It wearies me 
To live when just men die who love their king; 
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« 

And I his daughter ! his that hath the power. 
Yet does not stir to save them — nay ! approves^ 
Condemns^ and sanctions ! Oh ! 'tis terrible ! 
Flor. (runs and supports her) 

Dear Lady ! weep not thus — 

Eliz. (points to the window) Look ! Have they passed ? 
He was quite young — think you my father sat 
In judgment on him ? 

Flor. Know you not he hath 

But yesterday returned from the far north ? 

Eliz. True ! true ! Where is your cousin gone, I say ? 

Flor. Oh ! he has left. 

Eliz. Your answer to him ? 
- Flor. None. 

Eliz. What ! Know you not he now departs upon 
A secret and most dangerous service ? 

Flor. No ! O Arthur ! Arthur ! 

Eliz. Do you not love him ? Speak ! 

Flor. Indeed I love him ! There is not a thought 
Dividing the wild worship of my soul. 
Stay ! let me call him back, ere 'tis too late. [Exit L. D. 

Eliz. Poor girl 1 how needless was the pain she gave 
Two true and faithful hearts — and I myself 
Who never loved, yet seem to know so well 
Love'^s pangs and sweetness. Were I Florence now. 
Could I have dealt so harshly with him ? No ! 
And yet I only like him for her sake. 
How sad and heavy is my heart to-day ! 

[Crom. enters L, D. 

Dear father, art thou come to give me peace ? 

This kiss upon my brow 'tis mercy's seal. 

You will not let them slay the King. O ! father, speak. 

Orom. (pacing up and down agitated.) Have I not 
promised thee that I will save him. 
If he will save himself? 

Eliz. You have, dear father. 
And then with blessings on your righteous name 
You will return to Huntingdon, where once 
We were so happy. I shall read to you, 
As I was wont : your hair then will not whiten 
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So£Ht,«z>d 5tHi vd ■■ilespoB too- BeflB, 
Tovr frvociiie as toq vnd to caD her theii. 

[Ckoxwxix iusef i«r forAead, 
Did the king speik yoafidr? 

Cromu clotmU'w ■ Toofidr! toofidr! 
I fear DOt hooeFt-fur. Oar good John MilUm 
Speaks bitter words. He says Lord Stzafisd gnused 
Bight well the bkick, who pat his trust in him. 
What saith the Scnptme of the Cuth of Piinoes ? 

Siz, Twas not the &alt of Charles that Strafford died. 

Crom. It was his &iilt to sign. He should hare died 
Himself first. Daughtn* ! Urge me not. I'll do 
What the Loid wills in this. Go mind thy household. 
Thou little Royalist ! 

Eliza. Nay^ Cuher^ hear me ! 

Cram. Away, child! Where are Sichard and thy 
husband? 

Eliza. I will not leave you, till you promise me. 

Crom. As the Lord liveth, is it not enough 
To stm^le with a Boyal hypocrite. 
To keep his feet firom falling, 'mid dissent 
On all sides, worse than chaos, liker hell. 
To be thus baited by one's own pale kin. 
Prating of what they may not understand ? 
Thy brother Sichard with his heavy step 
Plodding his way from book- shelved room to room. 
With eye as dull as huckster's third day's fish. 
And just as silent — then, thy mother with 
Her tearful and beseeching look, who moves 
Like a green widow in a mourning trance ; 
The very picture of * Heaven help us all.' 
Think you I shall do murder? " Why not go 
At once unto the foe and there be spurned 
By Henrietta, that false DaliUh, 
Or plot my death for loyalty ? What is 
A father in your mind weighed with a king? 
Yet what is king to you ? Ye were not bred 
To bark like dogs before the royal gate 
At all the world beside. Go hence ! go hence ! 
I would be left alone. 

Eliz. Oh," father, hold ! 
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Thou knowest best^ and I am wrong indeed. 
I did but pine to see thee more with us— 
To see thee happier 

Cram. Nay^ look up^ my child ! 

Ask what thou wilt^ except our country s shame. 

Miz. Is it her glory^ then^ to shiy her king ? 

Crom. It is our country's crime to be enslaved. 

Eliz^ I ask for mercy^ loyalty. Are these 
Virtues or crimes ? 

Cram* Were this a righteous king, 

I then would answer thee. 

Eliz. Oh^ save thy name 

From this deep stain. 

Cram, Go ! ask the king himself 

To save the king. It needs not much — a shredj 
A grain of honesty. 

Eliz. Seek but once more^ 

Dear father^ once again^ and you shall fail not. 

Cram. I tell thee^ I have sought^ will seek once more 
In secret to make terms between Charles Stuart 
And his vext people. To the King of Kings 
Pray thou he keep his faith^ as I keep mine. 

£ltz. Blest be thy promise I Think you, were he slain^ 
Thy hands stained ever in men's minds with bloody 
The world holds sacred 

Cram. Speak not of the world. 

Let justice be of Heaven ! 

JEliz. The deed were thine, 

Howe'er thou reason'st. Thus it will be said. 
Now, and hereafter. 

Cram. Be it so. I go 

To seek the king, ere yet the Council meets. 
Yea, go to ask that mercy for a people 
That hath not sinned, while thou dost ask for one 
Whose life is justly forfeited. 

Eliz. Heaven speed 

Thy just endeavour ! 

Cram. If it be so, then 

Thou'lt leave these shores with me for ever. So ! 

[Leads her tawarda cfoor.] 
I pray that this my weakness be forgiven, 
If it should lead to error. 
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Eliz, Dearest father. 

Is not such weakness greater than all strength ? 

Crom, This he our compact : if I fail this time, 
Thou plead'st for him no more. 

EUz. To Heaven alone \ 

[He hands Elizabeth o^ L. D., and goes up aUpi 
and off C] 

Enter Arthdr and Ireton, R. D. 

Arth, But tell me, ere T go, what think you of 
This cause that we call " Freedom ?" I have doubts 
Of all who urge this war. Where is the end ? 
I fight against a tyrant, not a king ; 
To set a tyrant up, or what is worse 
A thousand tyrants. Think you it may he 
A struggle for the power each feigns to hate ? 

Ire. What have you seen to make yoii ask this ? 

Arth. Much I 

The ferment of the moh to pull all down. 
And gain by others* loss, wnile the black aim 
Of one man more than all seems set upon 
An elevation high as Hell is deep ! 
For such, if gained, the fit comparison. 

Ire. The common error of a generous mind 
To do no good and shrink within itself; 
Sick of the jostling of the wolfish throng. 
Our cause is just, though devils fought for it ; 
Heaven with its sworded angels leads the way, 
So works a wise and wondrous Providence. 

Arth. I know not what to make of prayers and tears 
So mingled with fierce passion, and rude deeds. 

Ire. There is an earnest spirit in these times 
That makes men weep, dull heavy men, else bom 
For country sports, to settle parish brawls. 
Eat, drink and sleep — a spirit all unknown. 
Till now, which bids them rise, and gird themselves 
With sword and Bible, and nought doubting rush 
Into the world's undying chronicles, 

Arlh. M bnt think you then of Cromwell ? la he one 
Of these new-fangled boors, or sharp-fanged boars 
Bre<! of occasion ? . 

Ire. ScoflF not ! He is one 

AVhom Ili^aven halh chosen for an instrument ; 
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Tet not 80 sanctified to such high use 

That all the evil factions of the heart. 

Ambition, worldly pride, suspicion, wrath. 

Are dead within him ; and thus mark you how 

Wisdom doth shine in this— 

An interceding Angel had not doue it. 

So well as this fierce superstitious man. 

Arth. The king, who hath some noble elements. 
Will yield to just demands, and so win back 
His just prerogative. 

Ire. Was Strafford's death 

A noble weakness ? He who yielded there 
Is obstinate in wrongful selfishness. 
To the last drop of the pride-tainted blood 
Which through the melancholy Stuarts' veins 
Doth creep and curdle. 

Arth. These are sad thoughts, friend ! 

Ire. Nay, there is sadness in the noble task 
Appointed. One hour past came Cromwell here. 
As full of sorrow for the king as thou. 
Hating the sour and surly Presbyter, 
And bitter wrath of the fierce Parliament. 
He parted from me in an angry mood. 
Because I coldly met his warm desire. 
That Charles might reign again. 

Arth. Ay ! is it so ? 

Ire. Look ! 'tis the council. Are you summoned ? 

Arth. Yes! v 

Ire. Then bide we here. 

^^ Enter CjiOMvrEUjjfolhwed by Bowtell. 

Bow. The army hath arrived from Windsor, and its chiefs 
Demand to see you. 

Cram. Let them enter ! 

JEnter Col. Pride, with Oncers. 

Pride. Sir ! 

The train-bands are dismissed. The Regiments 
Which I myself and Colonel Rich command 
Are this day by your order posted guards 
Unto the Parliament. 

Crom. Good Colonel Pride ! 




(viufeaai vici "ii^K "voo iiriin^i 

W3^ 3e ■FT'i' '"til Chac^ ' — 

Priig. W* iKce. 

Om>. Wxh: ^ An ^b ? 

Pr«^. IVf fDok BiiciL sdieLxw. W«4»HtkMFW, 
Or uuJecKaoii rie Lxir. Tie Lew ^ wb^, 

Wec'l hrrjika. TjtittMK^ wiH vwi eeu ^ whst 

TWU-ii 

Crvm. Air y^nr lol'iias ■nor f 

Pride. WhhaaXt 

[CuncwzLX. temn tie ieary eiaimatt aside 
at tie 6aei «/ tie rwMi, mmd tie Soidien 
are aeen drmttn mp m lie eoart-yard 
beyomd. 
Hold. !ih'/uting) Cnmnren! Long lire Cromw e H ! 
(kt/m. < jnnnttng to tie aoIdierM) There is your Law ! 
tin, piir^'- the*e kiuiTiah CommoDS as seems best. 
flourish of drums ajtd tnnnpetM. 

[Exeunt Col. Pkidk aad Soldisks." 

linlitT \\M.B.\to9, Bbadshaw, and Mabtin. Habbisok 

i.-urriim a toddle, which he placet an table. Lilbdkne, 

I.itiiMiw, Whalley, Vasb, LordGrbxof Gbobt, and 

IlAiitKU, — all tit. 

Ih'iil. ( i'4th a letter in At» hand, to Vane and Hackkh). 

Kii, Kiriil' intn, had you been with us just now, you would 

hiiv" li' rinl Diis news. A letter to the Queen, and secret 

liildiciiiirM with France — a rare betrayal and richly worded. 

'Tin well wo Imvo friends at Court, else ere now the letter 

liml III il Oovor. 'Twaa hidden in this saddle, stained 

wllh llii' lilitod of tite messenger who besttode it. 
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Lord Qrey. I thought the king stood pledged to all we 
asked. 

Bar. The Koyal Judas ! 

(Cromwell comes foricard.') 

Crom. O Sirs, it is 
A king's prerogative to break his faith. 
We are not fitting judges of this thing. 

Sar. But we will judge, I say. Whose dogs are we? 

Crom. Peace, Harrison. Thou naughty traitor, peace I 

Brad. Away with all, save vengeance for the deed ! 

[Places the letter on the saddle. 

Crom. There 1 on that greasy, patched and reeking lea- 
Lies a king's royal word, a Stuart's honour, [ther 
The faith of Charles, his most majestic pledge. 
Broken, defiled, dishonoured evermore. 
Why cry ye not 'Heaven save our righteous king? ' 

Mar. Hear this, O Israel ! 

Crcwn. Through me he did proclaim he would accept 
Our army's terms. Alas ! had we been cozened, 
I that believed his false tongue had betrayed 
The nation and our lives. 

Lord Grey. 'Tis true indeed. 

Lud. He is the slave of his pernicious Queen. 

WhaU. Be he henceforth an alien to us all. 

Har. Curse on the crowned Ahithopbel, I say. 

Brad. What merits he of England 1 

Ire. 'Tis but just 

That such a man should die, and that this nation 
For one man perish not. 

Crom. Ho ! What ! son Ireton. 

Lord Grey. Alas ! Indeed, he merits not to live. 

Ire. So say I too. • 

Why, then, we are agreed. Stay, General Cromwell, 
There was no word from you. 

Crom. I thought to save 

My breath. Te were so eager. 

Arth. Holdl awhile, 

I do desire your eats. 

Crom. Our ears! Your years 

Should teach you silence, sir, before your elders. 
{To Ireton.) 
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VThat think you of the man, the king, who armed 

The freazied herd against our English throats 

In Ireland ? Was't well done ? Ought we to crouch ? 

Ire. Oh, it was base, degrading and unblest 
To make God's different worship damning means 
Of an unholy war between His people. 
To be the beggar of his subjects' blood 
To set that crown upon his false, weak brow. 
His pale, insolvent, most dishonoured brow. 
From which too wide it fell into the mire 
To fit him ne'er again — 

Crom. A right good figure I 
Who'll pluck the crown frotn out this kingly mire ? 

Ire, Hath be not armed the bigot, ghastly wretch, 
To stab our English lives ? Hath he not sown 
A crop of wild sedition, discord, hate. 
Using the vain creed of the rabble herd 
To wage this war against us? 

JVhal. ' Hath he not 

Tampered with France, our curst fantastic foe 
And natural enemy ? 

Brad. Did he not first 

tTnfurl his bloody standard to the winds 
At Nottingham, since when peace has not smiled 
On all this tortured land? 

liar. And are not we, 

The servants of the Lord, betrayed, despised. 
Insulted, wronged hy this false Ahab ? Come ! 
Let him stand forth before his peers, the people. 
And die the death ! Cromwell 1 what sayest thou ? 
Why dost thou lack speech ? 

Crom. I am mute to think 

Of what ye all say — words ! ye dare not do it. 
I say ye dare not, though ye were to die, 
Not doing, what your gross aud eager speech 
Miikes easier than to cough, or spit, or cry 
' God save the King ! ' but ere your thought hath fled 
A rood, a yard, into the empty air. 
Dissolved 18 your high council, and dismay 
Whips all the noble blood that fired your cheeks 
Tij the pale mantle of a creamy fear. 
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Fie ! fie ! ye dare not do it. Nay, son Ireton ! 
What ! Harrison so boisterous? Keep your frowns 
To look upon his trial, since 'tis so. 

(Pointing to Harrison.) 

Now hath he not a traitorous look, like his 
Perchance that did stab Ceesar ? Those were days 
When men did e'en as much as they dared hint. 

Har. I said not stab ! 

Ire. No I bring him to the block. 
Let God's eye be upon the multitude ; 
Theirs' on the scaffold ; the attesting sun 
Shine on the bare axe and the uncovered head. 
Thus should a tyrant die ! 

Arth. Oh ! hear me yet. 

I had not joined you, save I thought he sinned ; 
I had not counselled, fought with you like brothers ; 
But that I thought our cause was just and honoured 
Of good men and of Heaven. I had not given 
My boyish prejudice and old belief 
To carry arms against my country's king. 
But for my country's sake, for England's good. 
And here I take my stand ! 

Crom. Why then stand there, till we return again ! 
'Tis time to part. Come, friends I 

Arth. Hath not the King 
Virtues that might rebuke us all ? Ay, virtues 
More excellent in him than all his subjects, since 
All sin doth aim at kings to be her own 
'Tis hard for princes to outshine in worth 
The meanest wretch, that from his road-side hut 
Shouts forth * Long live the King !' 

Crom. O wise and excellent argument that 
There should be no more kings ! Why spoil a man 
That hath a soul, a precious soul to lose. 
To make a king, who cannot help but sin ? 
Let there be no more kings ! 

Arth. Then kill not Charles ; — 
For Charles the Second reigns in England then. 

Crom. Ha ! How so ? 

Arth. He hath done us no offence. 
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You would not slay him, if you had him here. 
I tell you banieh Charles, this preaent man, 
And noni; shall question, whilst his feeble race 
And name shall dwindle hence, as shall arise 
The fair proportions of our Commonwealth 
On the decay of kings, not on the death 
Of one weak monarch. 

What doth any here 
Himself wish to be king ? 

Crom. He raves ! [Rises and paces stage. 

Lord Grey. Nay, listen ! 
He hath much reason. 

Crom, I do admire his reasoning. 

Arth. Will the trial be? 

Crom. 'Twould jultify us much. [Sits as hefore. 

Arth. But if he die? 

Crom. It is not your affair, nor mine. We'll talk 
Hereafter of it. I perceive your drift. 
You see these angry passions now boil o'er. 
But reason will prevail. The King may live; 
And yet he hath done much, wrought evil work, 
And HO farewell ! [Exit Arthur. 

Fool ! tame, half-hearted fool ! who would commend 
Our necks to mercy ; who with quilted tongue 
Would dupe our cause, and babble all away 
That we have fought for — staked our lives, yea, souls. 
On the immortal issue. Go ! We need thee not : 
Better be foe than friend. I said the king 
May live. 'Tis true, I would not have him die, 
One moment, ere the righteous penalty 
God and this nation shall mete out to him. 
Now, friends ! what say ye ? Banishment, forsooth ! 
What ! shall we send him to seek foreign aid, 
And plot with France again : perchance, at last 
Unto some fatal issue ? Speak your will. 
If the king lives, the nation dies. How say ye ? 

All. Death ! 

BKD OF ACT. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

AN APARTMBNT IN WHITEHALL. 

Lady Elizabeth discovered seated at table C, reading, 

Eliz, (throwing down the book) The black print seems 
all red. I cannot read ! 
Mine eyes bum so ; and they are happy there^ 
Together ! 'Twas my work, and now I wish 
That seas convulsed by tempest roared between. 
Great Heaven I To think their bliss should rend my hearty 
More than a father's guilt, a sovereign's woe ? 

traitress, daughter of a traitor ! 

(Pause) Let me think 

1 am a wedded wife. There is no stain 
Of guilty wish. I ne'er desired his love. 

False wretch ! Thou dost this moment. No ! no ! hold ! 
To-day decides the king's fate. If he die, 
Arthur will loathe us, loathe my father — ^me 
The Regicide's pale daughter. 

Thus to think 
Of the king's life, that was my only prayer 
Before, and now it fades on my cold lips 
In hollow mockery. 

(Music is heard within. Falls on her knees.) 
(As the music ends, enter the Ladt Cromwell. 
She bends over Elizabeth, and then raises her. 
Lady Crom. He will not die ! 
My sweetest child. Lord Fairfax tells me so. 
Thy father means to save him at the end. 

(Aside) This sad anxiety about the king 
Has turned her brain, I fear. (Aloud) My darling one ! 
Rouse thee, he will not die. 
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La^jf Cr-mk^ :^ir. ::hi& kng s ia mmat 
To ^jeskZJa^ Ir s too mixca iir Iter. 

ArtA. Alas! 

li it e^eiL vi * 

Flor. ^To AxTHTiL Here! Azthxr. lend toot aid 
To bear ber h/soee^ 

^r<» Elizabfth^ FTTiabeth! TTb L 

[ AsTHum attem^is io raise ker. 

EUz, I thank too, I can stac<L 

( Aside ) His axm ! ''aloud) Away ! 
^r^ do not touch me. Toa ill-tieat ray friend. 
Fhr. (aside) To think she heard my folly ! 

{To Asthuk) Sir, I think 

She will be better left to ns alone. 

(kom. {Bpeaking outside L. JJ.) Where be ye all? 
These to your Colonel Pride^ 
And thou to Bich ; tell him to watch and fastj 
For I have need of him. {Entering with Soldiers.) What 
coil is this ? 
My daughter ill ! Fetch'a physician^ quick ! 

[Exit Offic£R L. D. 
Twas a sore trial. Te have heard of it. 
The man must die 1 

Elig* No ! father, as you hope 

For mercy— no I 

Crom. Peace, simpleton ! It was 

Thti voico of all this people. 
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Arth. But you had 

The power to save him — {Takes off his sword. 

Here, look, is my eword ! 
1*11 never more bear arms with you or yout's. 

Crom, I do protest thou wilt not. 

(7b Officer) Take his sword ! 
I did not think to find this kite so tame. 
So let hira die with those he plotteth for ; 
His mission stands revealed. 

Arth, No ! General Cromwell, 

This must not be. 

Crom, How, Sirrah? 

Arth. For your sake. 

Not mine. I tell you, did I fear to say 
Still what I think the wisest, truest course, 
I were not worthy of the life and freedom 
"Which as a right I claim now at your hand, 
And dare your very greatness not to grant me. 

Crom. This boldness likes me. Let me hear him out. 

Arth. That sword which lies there undishoaoured, once 
Served well for morion to your bare grey locks 
At Naseby — it had sought your heart, ere this. 
Had I but deemed you half so base as now 
Tou have judged me. 

Crom. Give back his sword — what would you ? 

Arth. Your hand, and liberty. 'Tis true, I spoke 
Against you at the council. 

'Twas aloud 1 
What is a council of free men for, save 
To speak their thoughts in freedom ? I spoke mine. 
I fought with you for freedom. That is now 
Yours to withhold or give. In foreign lands 
Your just resolves shall be my soul's dear news. 
My heart's best tidings. 

Crom. Go in peace 1 
My heart warms to thy speech — as sound 
Of trumpets in the battle. Would thy thoughts 
Farted not from mine own, as some great stream 
Divides, e'en in the sight of ocean. Go! 
And 'mid the voices of the nations hear 
What they shall say of England and of Cromwell. 

\Closed in. 
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SCENE IL 

VIEW OF WESTMINSTER ABBEY ^NIGHT. 

Enter Ireton and Sir Simon Neville, Z. 

Sir Sim. All then is o'er. Where have they taken him? 

Ire. To lie in Whitehall. 

Sir Sim. How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had no eyes. 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire, I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live. 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time, 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air. 
O'er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; then 'twas calm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
They neared his footstool, look unchanged as he; 
Sphinx-like ! But when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into his eyes, 
A moment welling quick successive fires. 
Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds. 
Then came a look of doubt and wonderment, 
As if it were a thing he knew not of, 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so. 
His hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's faces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war*horse standing saddled by. 
And unattended, save by Thought alone, 
Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 
With thunderous hoof away. 

Sir Sim, I tremble at 

The vision you have conjured. Surely he 
You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

Ire, Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 
One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir Sim. 'Tis said by some 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatness. 

Ire. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are but shadows of great deeds. 
That do affiight the vulgar. 

[Shouts heard M. H, 
Hark how the angry mob 
Shout o'er their headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'erthrown, their freedom or their chains. 

[Exeunt JR. 

'' Enter Cromwell. Se is cloaked and his face at first 

covered. 

Crom. This night the place looks older than it is, 
As if some future centuries had passed. 

Leaving their shadows on it 

(points to Abbey) Yon tall towers. 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coming greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Ton dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look like funereal firs on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fast decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past — 
Peels like this age's tomb and monument. 
Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is no wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth ? Come, let me deal with it ! 
'Tis midnight ! Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and look upon this work. 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No I No ! 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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A conqueror flushed with triumph^ thus to tell 
Thy bloodless clay^ that I repent me not ! 
No ! if a holocaust of kings were slain^ 
Ti own the deed unto their legioned spirits ! 



[Esitr 



SCENE III. 

A state-room in Whitehall, On R. H. is seen placed 
the coffin of Charles I covered with scarlet palL Two 
sentries keep guard. Moonlight streams in from 
toindoto, L. U, E. Opening C, with drapery. Clock 
strikes 12 as scene opens. Bowtell and \st soldier 
walk to and fro and converse as they meet. 

Bow. I tell thee I would this watch were o'er. 

\st Iron. I would it were a bright morning with our 
pike-heads glittering in the sun. I would rather it were 
a charge of Rupert's best cavalry in our rear. 

Bow. I mind well, when I saw him there (^points to 
coffin) last alive. 'Twas at the close of the fight, and 
he would have charged once more, but a tall Scotch noble 
held him back. Had I been he I would have cloven the 
false Scot to the chine. I was a prisoner then, and near 
him. He wore a long white plume. His dark face 
showed very eager beneath it. 

Ist Iron. Ay, I have heard good Jepherson tell of it, 
and how the Lord blinded them all. 

Bow. I mind his very words. * Charles Stuart begs a 
little loyal blood to do him right — a charge ! but one 
more charge ! Had I but fifty of my nephew Rupert ! ' 
And then he waved his sword, and his plume fluttered 
like a white bird in the van of an approaching storm. If 
he should speak now. \A noise is heard without. 

\st Iron. Didst thou hear nought ? 

Bow. Oh ! for a stoup of strong waters ! 

\st Iron. Hist. 'Tis like a soldier's tread in the long 
gallery beyond. 
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Bow. Nay, 'tis the echo of thine own feet. 
1^^ Iron. It is a footstep. Hark, it stops ! 
Bow. Do thou speak ! 

\^They bring their matchhchs to hear. 

Ist Iron. The word ! or else we fire. 
Crom. Had Zimri peace ? 
Bow. Hold ! 'Tis the General. 

[Cromwell enters C. They lower their matchlocks. 

Crom. How fare ye here ? 

[The Ironsides move towards the door. 

Stay, Bowtell. I have need of thee awhile. 
Remove the covering from your dead charge there. 
Quick, fool ! Thy mouth is all agape as if 
Thou didst lack tidings. What dost shake thus for P 
[He advances to the coffin and tears aside the covering. 

So I Have you not a thousand corpses seen. 

That stare around, the multiple of deaths 

In grim disorder on a battle-field ? 

And must you tremble like a brace of girls 

Being asked to see their grandam in her shroud. 

How peacefully she looks ! 

Bow. Lord General ! 

What would you we should do now ? 

Crom. Do ? Get hence. 

And leave me here alone awhile in prayer. 

[Exeunt Ironsides, C, their steps are heard departing. 

It seems an hour since I did speak with them. 
The air is life-like and intelligent. 
Yet this is Death's abode ! 

{Looks cautiously round) Ho ! there — ^hola ! 
I am alone with that mute presence. 

[Advances towards the coffin. 
So! 
Like the hot iron to the quivering flesh 
Be this test to my soul, to look on him ; 
To set my living face by his dead face, 
Then tax him with the deeds for which I slew him. 

[Lifts the covering very gently. 
O thou discrowned and insensible clay ! 
Stripped 'midst a butchered score or so of men 

5 
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What think you of the man, the king, who armed 

The frenzied herd against our English throats 

In Ireland ? Was't well done ? Ought we to crouch ? 

Ire. Oh, it was base, degrading and unblest 
To make God's different worship damning means 
Of an unholy war between His people. 
To be the beggar of his subjects' blood 
To set that crown upon his false, weak brow. 
His pale, insolvent, most dishonoured brow. 
From which too wide it fell into the mire 
To fit him ne'er again — 

Crom. A right good figure ! 
Who'll pluck the crown from out this kingly mire ? 

Ire. Hath he not armed the bigot, ghastly wretch. 
To stab our English lives ? Hath he not sown 
A crop of wild sedition, discord, hate. 
Using the vain creed of the rabble herd 
To wage this war against us ? 

Whal. ^ Hath he not 

Tampered with France, our curst fantastic foe 
And natural enemy ? 

Brad. Did he not first 

Unfurl his bloody standard to the winds 
At Nottingham, since when peace has not smiled 
On all this tortured land ? 

Har. And are not we. 

The servants of the Lord, betrayed, despised. 
Insulted, wronged by this false Ahab ? Come ! 
Let him stand forth before his peers, the people. 
And die the death ! Cromwell ? what sayest thou ? 
Why dost thou lack speech ? 

Crom. I am mute to think 

Of what ye all say — words ! ye dare not do it. 
I say ye dare not, though ye were to die. 
Not doing, what your gross and eager speech 
Makes easier than to cough, or spit, or cry 
' God save the King ! ' but ere your thought hath fled 
A rood, a yard, into the empty air. 
Dissolved is your high council, and dismay 
Whips all the noble blood that fired your cheeks 
To the pale mantle of a creamy fear. 






BO. I.J CBOMWELL. 

Fie ! fie ! ye dare not do it. Nay, son Ireton ! 
What ! Harrison so boisterous? Keep your frowns 
To look upon his trial, since 'tis so. 

{Pointing to Habrison.) 
Now hath he not a traitorous look, like his 
Perchance that did stab Csesar ? Those were days 
When men did e*en as much as they dared hint. 

Har. I said not stab ! 

Ire. No 1 bring him to the block. 
Let God's eye be upon the multitude ; 
Theirs' on the scaffold ; the attesting sun 
Shine on the bare axe and the uncovered head. 
Thus should a tyrant die ! 

Arth. Oh ! hear me yet. 

I had not joined you, save I thought he sinned ; 
I had not counselled, fought with you like brothers ; 
But that I thought our cause was just and honoured 
Of good men and of Heaven. I had not given 
My boyish prejudice and old belief 
To carry arms against my country's king. 
But for my country's sake, for England's good. 
And here I take my stand ! 

Cram. Why then stand there, till we return again ! 
'Tis time to part. Come, friends 1 

Arth. Hath not the King 
Virtues that might rebuke us all ? Ay, virtues 
More excellent in him than all his subjects, since 
All sin doth aim at kings to be her own 
'Tis hard for princes to outshine in worth 
The meanest wretch', that from his road-side hut 
Shouts forth ' Long live the King !' 

Crom. O wise and excellent argument that 
There should be no more kings ! Why spoil a man 
That hath a soul, a precious soul to lose, 
To make a king, who cannot help but sin? 
Let there be no more kings ! 

Arth. Then kill not Charies;— 
For Charles the Second reigns in England then. 

Oofft. Ha ! How so ? 

Arth. He hath done us no offence. 
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You would not slay him^ if you had him here« 
I tell you banish Charles^ this present man. 
And none shall question, whilst his feeble race 
And name shall dwindle hence, as shall arise 
The fair proportions of our Commonwealth 
On the decay of kings, not on the death 
Of one weak monarch. 

What doth any here 
Himself wish to be king ? 

Crom. He rayes ! [RiseB and paces stage. 

Lord Grey. Nay, listen ! 
He hath much reason. 

Crom. I do admire his reasoning. 

Arth. Will the trial be ? 

Crom. *Twould justify us much. [Sits as before. 

Arth. But if he die ? 

Crom. It is not your affair, nor mine« We'll talk 
Hereafter of it. I perceive your drift. 
You see these angry passions now boil o'er. 
But reason will prevail. The King may live ; 
And yet he hath done much, wrought evil work. 
And so farewell ! [Exit Arthur. 

Fool ! tame, half-hearted fool ! who would commend 
Our necks to mercy ; who with quilted tongue 
Would dupe our cause, and babble all away 
That we have fought for — staked our lives, yea, souls. 
On the immortal issue. Go I We need thee not : 
Better be foe than friend. I said the king 
May live. 'Tis true, I would not have him die. 
One moment, ere the righteous penalty 
God and this nation shall mete out to him. 
Now, friends ! what say ye ? Banishment, forsooth ! 
What ! shall we send him to seek foreign aid. 
And plot with France again : perchance, at last 
Unto some fatal issue ? Speak your will. 
If the king lives, the nation dies. How say ye ? 

All. Death ! 

END OF ACT. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

AN APARTMBNT IN WHITEHALL. 

Ladt Elizabeth discovered seated at table C, reading. 

Eliz. (throwing down the book) The black print seems 
all red. I cannot read ! 
Mine eyes burn so ; and they are happy there^ 
Together I *Twas my work, and now I wish 
That seas convulsed by tempest roared between. 
Great Heaven ! To think their bliss should rend my heart. 
More than a father's guilt, a sovereign's woe ? 

traitress, daughter of a traitor ! 

{Pause) Let me think 

1 am a wedded wife. There is no stain 
Of guilty wish. I ne'er desired his love. 

False wretch ! Thou dost this moment. No ! no I hold ! 
To-day decides the king's fate. If he die, 
Arthur will loathe us, loathe my father — ^me 
The Kegicide's pale daughter. 

Thus to think 
Of the king's life, that was my only prayer 
Before, and now it fades on my cold lips 
In hollow mockery. 

{Music is heard within. Falls on her knees.) 
{As the music ends^ enter the Ladt Cromwell. 
She bends over Elizabeth, and then raises her. 
Lady Crom. He will not die 1 
My sweetest child. Lord Fairfax tells me so. 
Thy father means to save him at the end. 

{Aside) This sad anxiety about the king 
Has turned her brain, I fear. {Aloud) My darling one ! 
Rouse thee, he will not die. 
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Enter the Ladt Fairfax in deep mourning. She whispers 

to Ladt Cromwell. 

Lady Crom. O saddest news ! [a bell toUs. 

Enter Arthur and Florence. 
Arth, Then, madam^ let us part. *Tis better thus. 
Fhr. I think so, sir. 
Arth, I cannot brook this wrong. 
Flor. I do not ask you. 
Arth, Heartless ! Then farewell. 
Flor, Farewell^ good cousin Walton, if you will. 

[Turns to the Lady Elizabeth. 

Arth. {joining the group) What is the matter ? 
Lady Crom. Sir, the king is doomed 
To death. It is too much for her. 

Arth. Alas ! 

Is it e*en so ? 

Flor, (To Arthur) Here! Arthur, lend your aid 
To bear her hence. 

(To Elizabeth) Elizabeth! 'Tisl, 

[Arthur attempts to raise her, 

Eliz, I thank you, I can stand/ 

{Aside) His arm ! {aloud) Away ! 
Sir, do not touch me. You ill-treat my friend. 
Fhr, {aside) To think she heard my folly ! 

{To Arthur) Sir, I think 

She will be better left to us alone. 

Crom. {speaking outside L. JET.) Where be ye all? 
These to your Colonel Pride, 
And thou to Rich ; tell him to watch and fasf. 
For I have need of him. {Entering with Soldiers.) What 
coil is this ? 
My daughter ill ! Fetch* a physician, quick ! 

\Exit Officer L, D. 
'Twas a sore trial. Ye have heard of it. 
The man must die ! 

Eliz. No ! father, as you hope 

For mercy — no ! 

Crom. Peace, simpleton ! It was 

The voice of all this people. 
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Arth. But you had 

The power to save him — [Takes off his sword. 

Here, look, is my sword ! 
I'll never more bear arms with you or your's, 

Crom. I do protest thou wilt not. 

( To Officer) Take his sword ! 
I did not think to find this kite so tame. 
So let him die with those he plotteth for ; 
His mission stands revealed. 

Arth, No ! General Cromwell, 

This must not be. 

Crom. How, Sirrah? 

Arth. For your sake. 

Not mine. I tell you, did I fear to say 
Still what I think the wisest, truest course, 
I were not worthy of the life and freedom 
Which as a right I claim now at your hand. 
And dare your very greatness not to grant me. 

Crom, This boldness likes me. Let me hear him out. 

Arth, That sword which lies there undishonoured, once 
Served well for morion to your bare grey locks 
At Naseby — it had sought your heart, ere this. 
Had I but deemed you half so base as now 
You have judged me. 

Crom. Give back his sword — what would you ? 

Arth. Your hand, and liberty. *Tis true, I spoke 
Against you at the council. 

'Twas aloud ! 
What is a council of free men for, save 
To speak their thoughts in freedom ? I spoke mine. 
I fought with you for freedom. That is now 
Yours to withhold or give. In foreign lands 
Your just resolves shall be my soul's dear news. 
My heart's best tidings. 

Crom. Go in peace! 
My heart warms to thy speech — as sound 
Of trumpets in the battle. Would thy thoughts 
Parted not from mine own, as some great stream 
Divides, e'en in the sight of ocean. Go! 
And 'mid the voices of the nations hear 
What they shall say of England and of Cromwell. 

{Closed in. 
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SCENE 11. 



I VIEW OF WESTMINSTER ABBEY NIGHT. 

Enter Ireton and Sir Simon Neville, L. 

Sir Sim. All then is o'er. Where have they taken him? 
Ire. To lie in Whitehall. 
Sir Sim. How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had no eyes. 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire. I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live. 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time. 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air. 
O'er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; then 'twas calm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
They neared his footstool, look unchanged as he; 
Sphinx-like ! fiut when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into his eyes, 
A moment welling quick successive fires. 
Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds. 
Then came a look of doubt and wonderment. 
As if it were a thing he knew not of. 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so. 
His hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's faces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war-horse standing saddled by, 
I And unattended, save by Thought alone, 

j Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 

I With thunderous hoof away. 

' Sir Sim* I tremble at 

/ The vision you have conjured. Surely he 

/ You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

/ Ire. Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 

One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir Sim. *Tis said by some 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatness. 

Ire. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are but shadows of great deeds. 
That do affright the vulgar. 

[Shouts heard JR. H. 
Hark how the angry mob 
Shout o'er their headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'erthrown, their freedom or their chains. 

[Exeunt R. 

'^ Enter Cromwell. He is cloaked and his face at first 

covered. 

Crom. This night the place looks older than it is> 
As if some future centuries had passed. 

Leaving their shadows on it 

{points to Abbey) Yon tall towers. 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coming greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Yon dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look like funereal firs on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fast decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past — 
Feels like this age's tomb and monument. 
Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is no wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth ? Come, let me deal with it ! 
'Tis midnight ! Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and look upon this work. 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No ! No ! 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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SCENE 11. 

VIEW OF WE8TM1N8TBB ABBBY ^NIGHT. 

Enter Irbton and Sir Simon NEViLUSy X. 

Sir Sim. All then is o'er. Where have they taken him? 

Ire. To lie in Whitehall. 

Sir Sim. How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had no eyes^ 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire. I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live^ 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time, 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air. 
O'er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; then twascalm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
Thevneared his footstool, look unchanged as he; 
Sphinx-like ! fiut when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into his eyes^ 
A moment welling quick successive fires. 
Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds. 
Then came a look of doubt and wonderment. 
As if it were a thing he knew not of. 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so. 
His hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's faces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war-horse standing saddled by. 
And unattended, save by Thought alone, 
Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 
With thunderous hoof away. 

Sir Sim. I tremble at 

The vision you have conjured. Surely he 
You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

Ire. Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 
One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir Sim. 'Tis said by some 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatness. 

Tre. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are but shadows of great deeds. 
That do affright the vulgar. 

[Shouts heard JR. H. 
Hark how the angry mob 
Shout o*er their headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'erthrown, their freedom or their chains. 

[Exeunt R. 

*' Miter Cromwell. He is cloaked and his face at first 

covered. 

Crom. This night the place looks older than it is. 
As if some future centuries had passed. 

Leaving their shadows on it 

{points to Abbey) Yon tall towers. 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coming greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Yon dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look like funereal firs on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fast decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past — 
Feels like this age's tomb and monument. 
Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is no wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth ? Come, let me deal with it ! 
'Tis midnight ! Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and look upon this work. 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No ! No ! 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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Most worthy Colonel, no man better knows 
His duty in all things. I am pleased to find 
The Commons thus protected. 

Pride. Will you say 

What shall be done with those that still prevail 
In stubborness against us ? — 

Crom, Have you not 

Conferred with them who righteously opposed 
This ruining agreement to make terms 
With the malignant Charles ? — 

Pride. We have. 

Crom. What said they then ? 

Pride. They speak much of the Law. We do not know. 
Or understand the Law. The Law of what. 
Or whom ? 'Tis in our faces thrust, the while 
They make pretence as if the world would end 
Wer*t broken. Therefore, will you tell us what 
The Law is 

Crom. Are your soldiers near ? 

Pride. Without, 

Awaiting answer. 

[Cromwell tears the heatyy curtains aside 
at the hack of the room, and the Soldiers 
are seen drawn up in the court-yard 
beyond. 

Sold, {shouting) Cromwell I Long live Cromwell ! 

Crom. {pointing to the soldiers) There is your Law ! 
Go, purge these knavish Commons as seems best. 

Flourish of drums and trumpets. 

[Exeunt Col. Pride and Soldiers." 

Enter Harrison, Bradshaw, and Martin. Harrison 

carries a saddle, which he places on table. Lilburne, 

Ludlow, Wh alley. Vane, Lord Grey of Groby, and 

Hacker, — all sit. 

Brad, {with a letter in his hand, to Vane and Hacker). 

So, gentlemen, had you been with us just now, you would 

have heard this news. A letter to the Queen, and secret 

intercourse with France — a rare betrayal and richly worded. 

'Tis well we have friends at Court, else ere now the letter 

had been at Dover. 'Twas hidden in this saddle, stained 

with the blood of the messenger who bestrode it. 
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Lord Grey. I thought the king stood pledged to all we 
asked. 

Har, The Royal Judas ! 

(Cromwell comes forward,) 
Crom. O Sirs, it is 
A king's prerogative to break his faith. 
We are not fitting judges of this thing. 

Har, But we will judge, I say. Whose dogs are we ? 
Crom. Peace, Harrison. Thou naughty traitor, peace ! 
Brad. Away with all, save vengeance for the deed ! 

[Places the letter on the saddle. 

Crom, There ! on that greasy, patched and reeking lea- 
Lies a king's royal word, a Stuart's honour, [ther 
The faith of Charles, his most majestic pledge. 
Broken, defiled, dishonoured evermore. 
Why cry ye not * Heaven save our righteous king ? * 

Har. Hear this, O Israel ! 

Crom, Through me he did proclaim he would accept 
Our army's terms. Alas ! had we been cozened, 
I that believed his false tongue had betrayed 
The nation and our lives. 

Lord Orey, 'Tis true indeed. 

Lud, He is the slave of his pernicious Queen. 
Whall, Be he henceforth an alien to us all. 

Har, Curse on the crowned Ahithophel, I say. 

Brad. What merits he of England ? 

Ire, 'Tis but just 

That such a man should die, and that this nation 
For one man perish not. 

Crom, Ho ! What ! son Ireton. 

Lord Grey, Alas ! Indeed, he merits not to live. 

Ire. So say I too. i 

Why, then, we are agreed. Stay, General Cromwell, 
There was no word from you. 

Crom. I thought to save 

My breath. Ye were so eager. 

Arth, Hold! awhile, 

I do desire your ears. 

Crom. Our ears ! Your years 

Should teach you silence, sir, before your elders, 

(7b Ireton.) 
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What think you of the man, the king, who armed 

The frenzied herd against our English throats 

In Ireland ? Was*t well done ? Ought we to crouch ? 

Ire, Oh, it was base, degrading and unblest 
To make God's different worship damning means 
Of an unholy war between His people. 
To be the beggar of his subjects' blood 
To set that crown upon his false, weak brow. 
His pale, insolvent, most dishonoured brow. 
From which too wide it fell into the mire 
To fit him ne'er again — 

Crom. A right good figure ! 
Who'll pluck the crown from out this kingly mire ? 

Ire, Hath he not armed the bigot, ghastly wretch. 
To stab our English lives ? Hath he not sown 
A crop of wild sedition, discord, hate. 
Using the vain creed of the rabble herd 
To wage this war against us ? 

Whah ^ Hath he not 

Tampered with France, our curst fantastic foe 
And natural enemy? 

Brad, Did he not first 

Unfurl his bloody standard to the winds 
At Nottingham, since when peace has not smiled 
On all this tortured land ? 

Har, And are not we. 

The servants of the Lord, betrayed, despised. 
Insulted, wronged by this false Ahab ? Come ! 
Let him stand forth before his peers, the people. 
And die the death ! Cromwell ? what sayest thou ? 
Why dost thou lack speech ? 

Crom, I am mute to think 

Of what ye all say — words ! ye dare not do it. 
I say ye dare not, though ye were to die. 
Not doing, what your gross and eager speech 
Makes easier than to cough, or spit, or cry 
' God save the King ! ' but ere your thought hath fled 
A rood, a yard, into the empty air. 
Dissolved is your high council, and dismay 
Whips all the noble blood that fired your cheeks 
To the pale mantle of a creamy fear. 
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Fie ! fie ! ye dare not do it. Nay^ son Ireton ! 
What ! Harrison so boisterous ? Keep your frowns 
To look upon his trials since 'tis so. 

{Pointing to Harrison.) 

Now hath he not a traitorous look, like his 
Perchance that did stab Ceesar ? Those were davs 
When men did e'en as much as they dared hint. 

Har, I said not stab ! 

Ire, No I bring him to the block. 
Let God's eye be upon the multitude ; 
Theirs' on the scaffold ; the attesting sun 
Shine on the bare axe and the uncovered head. 
Thus should a tyrant die I 

Arth. Oh ! hear me yet. 

I had not joined you, save I thought he sinned ; 
I had not counselled, fought with you like brothers ; 
But that I thought our cause was just and honoured 
Of good men and of Heaven. I had not given 
My boyish prejudice and old belief 
To carry arms against my country's king. 
But for my country's sake, for England's good. 
And here I take my stand ! 

Crom, Why then stand there, till we return again ! 
'Tis time to part. Come, friends ! 

Arth. Hath not the King 
Virtues that might rebuke us all ? Ay, virtues 
More excellent in him than all his subjects, since 
All sin doth aim at kings to be her own 
^Tis hard for princes to outshine in worth 
The meanest wretch, that from his road-side hut 
Shouts forth ' Long live the King !' 

Crom. O wise and excellent argument that 
There should be no more kings ! Why spoil a man 
That hath a soul, a precious soul to lose. 
To make a king, who cannot help but sin ? 
Let there be no more kings ! 

Arth, Then kill not Charles ; — 
For Charles the Second reigns in England then. 

Crom, Ha ! How so ? 

Arth. He hath done us no offence. 
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You would not slay him, if you had him here* 
I tell you banish Charles, this present man, 
And none shall question, whilst his feeble race 
And name shall dwindle hence, as shall arise 
The fair proportions of our Commonwealth 
On the decay of kings, not on the death 
Of one weak monarch. 

What doth any here 
Himself wish to be king ? 

Crom. He rayes ! [RiaeB andjpaces stage. 

Lord Orey. Nay, listen ! 
He hath much reason. 

Crom. I do admire his reasoning. 

Arth. Will the trial be ? 

Crom, 'Twould justify us much. [Sits as before. 

Arth. But if he die ? 

Crom. It is not your affair, nor mine« We*ll talk 
Hereafter of it. I perceive your drift. 
You see these angry passions now boil o'er. 
But reason will prevail. The King may live; 
And yet he hath done much, wrought evil work. 
And so farewell ! [Exit Arthur. 

Fool ! tame, half-hearted fool ! who would commend 
Our necks to mercy ; who with quilted tongue 
Would dupe our cause, and babble all away 
That we have fought for — staked our lives, yea, souls. 
On the immortal issue. Go ! We need thee not : 
Better be foe than friend. I said the king 
May live. 'Tis true, I would not have him die. 
One moment, ere the righteous penalty 
God and this nation shall mete out to him. 
Now, friends ! what say ye ? Banishment, forsooth ! 
What I shall we send him to seek foreign aid. 
And plot with France again : perchance, at last 
Unto some fatal issue ? Speak your will. 
If the king lives, the nation dies. How say ye ? 

All. Death! 

^ END OP ACT. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

AN APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Lady Elizabeth discovered seated at table C^ reading. 

Eliz. (throwing down the look) The black print seems 
all red. I cannot read ! 
Mine eyes burn so ; and they are happy there. 
Together ! *Twas my work, and now I wish 
That seas convulsed by tempest roared between. 
Great Heaven ! To think their bliss should rend my heart, 
More than a father's guilt, a sovereign's woe ? 

traitress, daughter of a traitor ! 

(Pause) Let me think 

1 am a wedded wife. There is no stain 
Of guilty wish. I ne'er desired his love. 

False wretch ! Thou dost this moment. No ! no ! hold ! 
To-day decides the king's fate. If he die, 
Arthur will loathe us, loathe my father — ^me 
The Begicide's pale daughter. 

Thus to think 
Of the kind's life, that was my only prayer 
Before, and now it fades on my cold lips 
In hollow mockery. 

(Music is heard within. Falls on her knees.) 
(As the music ends, enter the Lady Cromwell. 
She bends over Elizabeth, and then raises her. 
Lady Crom. He will not die 1 
My sweetest child. Lord Fairfax tells me so. 
Thy father means to save him at the end. 

(Aside) This sad anxiety about the king 
Has turned her brain, I fear. (Aloud) My darling one ! 
Rouse thee, he will not die. ^^ 
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Enter the Ladt Fairfax in deep mourning. She vnMapert 

to Ladt Cbouwell. 

Lddi/ Crom. O saddest news ! [a bell tolls. 

Enter Arthdr and Florence. 
Arth. Then, madam, let us part. 'Tis better thus. 
Flor. I think so, sir, 
Arth. I cannot brook this wrong. 
Flor. I do not ask you. 
Arth. Heartless! Then farewell. 
Flor. Farewellj good cousin Walton, if you will. 

[Tume to the Lady Elizabbth. 
Arth. (joining the group) What is the matter? 
Lady Crom. Sir, the king is doomed 
To <lcath. It is too much for her. 

Arth. Alas ! 

Is it e'en so? 

Flor. (JbARTHCB) Here! Arthur, lend your aid 
To bear her hence. 

(To Elizabeth) Elizabeth! Tis I. 

[Arthur attempts to raise her, 
Elis. I thank you, I can stand.' 

(Aside) His arm 1 (aloud) Away I 
Sir, do not touch me. You ill-treat my friend. 
Flor. (aside) To think she heard my folly ! 
(To Arthur) Sir, I think 
She will he better left to us alone. 

Crom. (speaking outside L. S.) Where be ye all? 
These to your Colonel Pride, 
And thou to Rich ; tell him to watch and fast', 
For I have need of him. (Entering with Soldiers.) What 
coil is this ? 
Mv daughter ill ! Fetch'a physician, quick ! 

[Exit Officbr L. D. 
'Twaa a sore trial. Ye have beard of it. 
The man must die I 

Eliz. No ! father, as you hope 

For mercy — no ! 

Crom. Peace, simpleton ! It was 

The voice of all this people. 



so. I.] GBOMWELL. 58 

Arth. But you had 

The power to save him — [Takes off his sword. 

Here, look, is my sword ! 
I'll never more bear arms with you or your's, 

Crom, I do protest thou wilt not. 

{To Officer) Take his sword! 
I did not think to find this kite so tame. 
So let him die with those he plotteth for ; 
His mission stands revealed. 

Arth, No ! General Cromwell, 

This must not be. 

Crom. How, Sirrah? 

Arth, For your sake. 

Not mine. I tell you, did I fear to say 
Still what I think the wisest, truest course, 
I were not worthy of the life and freedom 
Which as a right I claim now at your hand. 
And dare your very greatness not to grant me. 

Crom. This boldness likes me. Let me hear him out. 

Arth, That sword which lies there undishonoured, once 
Served well for morion to your bare grey locks 
At Naseby — it had sought your heart, ere this. 
Had I but deemed you half so base as now 
You have judged me. 

Crom, Give back his sword — what would you ? 

Arth, Your hand, and liberty. 'Tis true, I spoke 
Against you at the council. 

'Twas aloud ! 
What is a council of free men for, save 
To speak their thoughts in freedom ? I spoke mine. 
I fought with you for freedom. That is now 
Yours to withhold or give. In foreign lands 
Your just resolves shall be my soul's dear news. 
My heart's best tidings. 

Crom. Go in peace 1 
My heart warms to thy speech — as sound 
Of trumpets in the battle. Would thy thoughts 
Parted not from mine own, as some great stream 
Divides, e'en in the sight of ocean. Go! 
And 'mid the voices of the nations hear 
What they shall say of England and of Cromwell. 

[Closed in. 
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SCENE II. 

VIEW OF WESTMINSTER ABBEY ^NIGHT. 

Enter Ireton and Sir Simon Neville, X. 

Sir Sim. All then is o'er. Where have they taken him? 

Ire. To lie in Whitehall. 

Sir Sim. How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had no eyes. 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire. I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live. 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time. 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air. 
O'er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; then 'twas calm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
They neared his footstool, look unchanged as he; 
Sphinx-like ! But when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into his eyes, 
A moment welling quick successive fires. 
Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds. 
Then came a look of doubt and wonderment. 
As if it were a thing he knew not of. 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so. 
His hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's faces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war*horse standing saddled by. 
And unattended, save by Thought alone, 
Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 
With thunderous hoof away. 

Sir Sim. I tremble at 

The vision you have conjured. Surely he 
You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

Ire. Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 
One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir i^m. Tis aaid by some 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatneaa. 

Ire. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are but shadows of great deeds. 
That do a&ight the valgar. 

[Shouts heard S. H. 
Hark how the angry mob 
Shout o'er theii headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'erthrown, their freedom or their chains. 

[Exeunt JR. 

" Enter Cbomwell. Me is cloaked and his face atfirtt 



Crom, This night the place looks older than it is, 
As if some future centuries had passed, 

Leaving their shadows on it 

(^points to Abbey) Yon tall towers, 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coming greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Ton dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look hke funereal fire on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fast decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past — 
Feels like this age's tomb and monument. 
Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is uo wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth ? Come, let me deal with it [ 
Tis midnight ! Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and look upon this work, 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No I No ! 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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A conqueror flushed with triumph, thus to tell 

Thy bloodless clay, that I repent me not ! 

No ! if a holocaust of kings were slain, 

I*d own the deed unto their legioned spirits ! [JEri/." 



SCENE III. 

A siaie-roam in Whitehall. On R. H, is seen placed 
the coffin of Charles I covered with scarlet pall. Two 
sentries keep guard. Moonlight streams in from 
windotOy L. U. E. Opening C, with drapery. Clock 
strikes 12 as scene opens. Bowtkll and \st soldier 
walk to and fro and converse as they meet. 

Bow. I tell thee I would this watch were o'er. 

\st Iron. I would it were a bright morning with our 
pike-heads glittering in the sun. I would rather it were 
a charge of Rupert's best cavalry in our rear. 

Bow. I mind well, when I saw him there {points to 
coffin^ last alive. 'Twas at the close of the fight, and 
he would have charged once more, but a tall Scotch noble 
held him back. Had I been he I would have cloven the 
false Scot to the chine. I was a prisoner then, and near 
him. He wore a long white plume. His dark face 
showed very eager beneath it. 

Xst Iron. Ay, I have heard good Jepherson tell of it, 
and how the Lord blinded them all. 

Bow. I mind his very words. * Charles Stuart begs a 
little loyal blood to do him right — a charge ! but one 
more charge ! Had I but fifty of my nephew Rupert ! ' 
And then he waved his sword, and his plume fluttered 
like a white bird in the van of an approaching storm. If 
he should speak now. [A noise is heard without. 

\st Iron. Didst thou hear nought ? 

Bow. Oh ! for a stoup of strong waters ! 

\st Iron. Hist. 'Tis like a soldier's tread in the long 
gallery beyond. 



*.- 



so. III.] CROMWELL. 57 

Bow, Nay, 'tis the echo of thine own feet. 
\st Iron, It is a footstep. Hark, it stops ! 
Bow, Do thou speak ! 

\_They bring their matchlocks to bear, 

1st Iron, The word ! or else we fire. 
Crom, Had Zimri peace ? 
Bow, Hold ! 'Tis the General. 

[Cromwell enters C, They lower their matchlocks, 

Crom, How fare ye here ? 

[The Ironsides move towards the door. 

Stay, Bowtell. I have need of thee awhile. 
Remove the covering from your dead charge there. 
Quick, fool ! Thy mouth is all agape as if 
Thou didst lack tidings. What dost shake thus for ? 
[He advances to the coffin and tears aside the covering. 

So ! Have you not a thousand corpses seen. 

That stare around, the multiple of death. 

In grim disorder on a battle-field ? 

And must you tremble like a brace of girls 

Being asked to see their grandam in her shroud. 

How peacefully she looks ! 

Bow, Lord General ! 

What would you we should do now ? 

Crom, Do ? Get hence. 

And leave me here alone awhile in prayer. 

[Exeunt Ironsides, C, their steps are heard departing. 

It seems an hour since I did speak with them. 
The air is life-like and intelligent. 
Yet this is Death's abode ! 

{Looks cautiously round) Ho ! there — ^hola ! 
I am alone with, that mute presence. 

[Advances towards the coMn, 
So! 
Like the hot iron to the quivering flesh 
Be this test' to my soul, to look on him ; 
To set my living face by his dead face. 
Then tax him with the deeds for which I slew him. 

[Lifts the covering very gently. 
thou discrowned and insensible clay ! 
Stripped 'midst a butchered score or so of men 
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What think you of the man, the king^ who armed 

The frenzied herd against our English throats 

In Ireland ? Was't well done ? Ought we to crouch ? 

Ire. Oh, it was base, degrading and unblest 
To make God's different worship damning means 
Of an unholy war between His people. 
To be the beggar of his subjects' blood 
To set that crown upon his false, weak brow. 
His pale, insolvent, most dishonoured brow. 
From which too wide it fell into the mire 
To fit him ne'er again — 

Crom. A right good figure ! 
Who'll pluck the crown from out this kingly mire ? 

Ire. Hath he not armed the bigot, ghastly wretch. 
To stab our English lives ? Hath he not sown 
A crop of wild sedition, discord, hate. 
Using the vain creed of the rabble herd 
To wage this war against us ? 

Whal. ^ Hath he not 

Tampered with France, our curst fantastic foe 
And natural enemy ? 

Brad. Did he not first 

Unfurl his bloody standard to the winds 
At Nottingham, since when peace has not smiled 
On all this tortured land ? 

Har. And are not we. 

The servants of the Lord, betrayed, despised. 
Insulted, wronged by this false Ahab ? Come ! 
Let him stand forth before his peers, the people. 
And die the death ! Cromwell ? what sayest thou ? 
Why dost thou lack speech ? 

Crom. I am mute to think 

Of what ye all say — words ! ye dare not do it. 
I say ye dare not, though ye were to die. 
Not doing, what your gross and eager speech 
Makes easier than to cough, or spit, or cry 
* God save the King ! ' but ere your thought hath fled 
A rood, a yard, into the empty air. 
Dissolved is your high council, and dismay 
Whips all the noble blood that fired your cheeks 
To the pale mantle of a creamy fear. 
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Fie ! fie ! ye dare not do it. Nay^ son Ireton ! 
What ! Harrison so boisterous ? Keep your frowns 
To look upon his trial, since 'tis so. 

(Pointing to Harrison.) 

Now hath he not a traitorous look, like his 
Perchance that did stab Ceesar ? Those were davs 
When men did e'en as much as they dared hint. 

Sar. I said not stab ! 

Ire. No ! bring him to the block. 
Let God's eye be upon the multitude ; 
Theirs' on the scaffold ; the attesting sun 
Shine on the bare axe and the uncovered head. 
Thus should a tyrant die ! 

Arth. Oh ! hear me yet. 

I had not joined you, save I thought he sinned ; 
I had not counselled, fought with you like brothers ; 
But that I thought our cause was just and honoured 
Of good men and of Heaven. I had not given 
My boyish prejudice and old belief 
To carry arms against my country's king. 
But for my country's sake, for England's good. 
And here I take my stand ! 

Crom. Why then stand there, till we return again ! 
'Tis time to part. Come, friends I 

Arth. Hath not the King 
Virtues that might rebuke us all ? Ay, virtues 
More excellent in him than all his subjects, since 
All sin doth aim at kings to be her own 
'Tis hard for princes to outshine in worth 
The meanest wretch', that from his road-side hut 
Shouts forth * Long live the King !' 

Crom. O wise and excellent argument that 
There should be no more kings ! Why spoil a man 
That hath a soul, a precious soul to lose. 
To make a king, who cannot help but sin ? 
Let there be no more kings ! 

Arth. Then kill not Charles ; — 
For Charles the Second reigns in England then. 

Orom. Ha ! How so ? 

Arih, He hath done us no offence. 
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Yoii would not slay him, if you had him here, 
I tell you banish Charles, this present man. 
And none shall question, whilst his feeble race 
And name shall dwindle hence, as shall arise 
The fair proportions of our Commonwealth 
On the decay of kings, not on the death ^h 

or one weak monarch. ^^M 

What doth any here ^H 

Himself wish to be king ? ^^| 

Crom, He raves ! [Rises and paces t 

Lord Grey. Nay, listen ! 
He hath much reason. 

Crom. I do admire his reasoning. 
Arth. Will the trial be ? 

Crom. 'Twonld justify us much. [Sits as be 

Arth. But if he die? 

Crom. It is not your affair, nor mine. We'll talk 
Hereafter of it. I perceive your drift. 
You eee these angry passions now boil o'er. 
But reason will prevail. The King may live; 
And yet he hath done much, vrrought evil work. 
And BO farewell ! [Exit Art 

Tool ! tame, half-hearted fool ! who would commend 
Our necks to mercy; who with quilted tongue 
Would dupe our cause, and babble all away 
That we have fought for — staked our lives, yea, souls 
On the immortal issue. Go ! We need thee not 
Better be foe than friend. I said the king 
May live. 'Tis true, T would not have him die. 
One moment, ere the righteous penalty 
God and this nation shall mete out to him. 
Now, fiiends ! what say ye f Banishment, forsooth 
What ! shall we send hira to seek foreign aid. 
And plot with France again : perchance, at last 
Unto some fatal issue ? Speak your will. 
If the king lives, the nation dies. How say ye ? 
All. Death ! 

END OF ACT, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

AN APARTMENT IN WHITEHALL. 

Lady Elizabeth discovered seated at table C.^ reading, 

Eliz. (throwing down the book) The black print seems 
all red. I cannot read ! 
Mine eyes bum so; and they are happy there. 
Together ! *Twas my work, and now I wish 
That seas convulsed b^ tempest roared between. 
Great Heaven ! To think their bliss should rend my heart. 
More than a father's guilt, a sovereign's woe ? 

traitress, daughter of a traitor ! 

(Patise) Let me think 

1 am a wedded wife. There is no stain 
Of guilty wish. I ne'er desired his love. 

False wretch ! Thou dost this moment. No ! no ! hold ! 
To-day decides the king's fate. If he die, 
Arthur will loathe us, loathe my father — ^me 
The Begicide's pale daughter. 

Thus to think 
Of the king's life, that was my only prayer 
Before, and now it fades on my cold lips 
In hollow mockery. 

(Music is heard within. Falls on her knees.) 
(As the music ends, enter the Lady Cromwell. 
She bends over Elizabeth, and then raises her. 
Lady Crom, He will not die ! 
My sweetest child. Lord Fairfax tells me so. 
Thy father means to save him at the end. 

(Aside) This sad anxiety about the king 
Has turned her brain, I fear. (Aloud) My darling one ! 
Rouse thee, he will not die. N. 
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Enter the Lady Faihfax in deep mourning. She whisper 
to Lady Cromwell, 
Ladif Crom. O saddest news ! [a bell toll 

Enter Arthur atid Florence, ^_ 

Arth. Then, maJani, let us part. 'Tis better thtH^| 
Flor. I ihink so, sir. ^H 

Arth. I cannot brook this wrong. ^| 

Flor. I do not ask you, 
Arth. Heartless ! Then farewell. 
Flor. Farewell, good cousin Walton, if you will. 

{Turns to the Lady Elizabeth 
Arth. {joining the group) What is the matter ? 
Lady Crom, Sir, the king is doomed 
To death. It is too much for her. 

Arth. Alas ! 

Is it e'en so ? 

Flor. (Tb Arthcr) Here! Arthur, lend your aidi 
To bear her hence. 

(Zb Elizabeth) Elizabeth! 'Tis I. 

[Arthur attempts 
Eliz. I thank you, I can stand. 

{Aside) His arm ! {aloud) Away ! 
Sir, do not touch me. You ill-treat my friend. 
Flor. {aside") To think she heard my folly ! 
{To Akthtir) Sir, I think 
She will be better left to us alone. 

Crom, {speaking outside X. H.) Where be ye air 
These to your Colonel I'ride, 
And thou to Rich ; tell him to watch and fasf. 
For I have need of him. {Entering with Soldiers.) Wha 
coil is this ? 
My daughter ill ! Fetch'a physician, quick ! 

[Exit Officer X. D 
'Twas a sore trial. Ye have heard of it. 
The man must die ! 

Eliz. No! father, as you hope 

For mercy — no ! 

Crom. Peace, simpleton ! It was 

The voice of all this people. 
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Arth. But you had 

The power to save him — [Takes off his sword. 

Here, look, is my sword I 
I'll never more bear arms with you or your's. 

Crom. I do protest thou wilt not. 

{To Officer) Take his sword! 
I did not think to find this kite so tame. 
So let him die with those he plotteth for; 
His mission stands revealed. 

Arth, No ! General Cromwell, 

This must not be, 

Crom. How, Sirrah? 

Arth. For your sake. 

Not mine. I tell you, did I fear to say 
Still what I think the wisest, truest course, 
I were not worthy of the life and freedom 
Which as a right I claim now at your hand. 
And dare your very greatness not to grant me. 

Crom, This boldness likes me. Let me hear him out. 

Arth. That sword which lies there undishonoured, once 
Served well for morion to your bare grey locks 
At Naseby — it had sought your heart, ere this. 
Had I but deemed you half so base as now 
You have judged me. 

Crom. Give back his sword — what would you ? 

Arth. Your hand, and liberty. 'Tis true, I spoke 
Against you at the council. 

'Twas aloud ! 
What is a council of free men for, save 
To speak their thoughts in freedom ? I spoke mine, 
I fought with you for freedom. That is now 
Yours to withhold or give. In foreign lands 
Your just resolves shall be my soul's dear news, 
My heart's best tidings. 

Crom. Go in peace I 
My heart warms to thy speech — as sound 
Of trumpets in the battle. Would thy thoughts 
Parted not from mine own, as some great stream 
Divides, e'en in the sight of ocean. Go! 
And 'mid the voices of the nations hear 
What they shall say of England and of Cromwell. 

[Closed in. 
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SCENE II. 

VIEW OF WESTMINSTER ABBEY — ^NIGHT. 

Enter Ireton and Sir Simon Neville, X. 

Sir Sim. All then is o'er. Where have they taken him? 

Ire. To lie in Whitehall. 

Sir Sim. How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had no eyes. 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire. I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live. 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time. 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air, 
0*er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; then 'twas calm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
They neared his footstool, look unchanged as he; 
Sphinx-like ! But when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into his eyes, 
A moment welling quick successive fires. 
Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds. 
Then came a look of doubt and wonderment. 
As if it were a thing he knew not of. 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so. 
His hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's faces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war*horse standing saddled by. 
And unattended, save by Thought alone, 
Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 
With thunderous hoof away. 

Sir Sim. I tremble at 

The vision you have conjured. Surely he 
You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

Ire. Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 
One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir Sim. 'Tis said by some 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatness. 

Ire. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are but shadows of great deeds. 
That do afiright the vulgar, 

[Shouts heard It. H. 
Hark how the angry mob 
Shout o'er their headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'erthrown, their freedom or their chains. 

[Exeunt H. 

** Enter Cbomwbll. He is cloaked and his face at first 

covered. 

Crom. This night the place looks older than it is. 
As if some future centuries had passed. 

Leaving their shadows on it 

(^points to Abbey) Yon tall towers. 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coming greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Ton dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look like funereal firs on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fast decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past- 
Feels like this age's tomb and monument. 
Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is no wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth ? Come, let me deal with it ! 
'Tis midnight ! Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and look upon this work. 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No ! No I 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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A conqueror flushed with triumph^ thus to tell 

Thy bloodless clay^ that I repent me not ! 

No ! if a holocaust of kings were slain^ 

I'd own the deed unto their legioned spirits ! [Exil.^* 



SCENE III. 

A state-room in Whitehall, On JR. H. is seen placed 
the coffin of Charles I covered with scarlet pall, I\oo 
sentries keep guard. Moonlight streams in from 
windoto, L. XJ. E, Opening C, with drapery. Clock 
strikes 12 as scene opens. Bowtell and \st soldier 
walk to and fro and converse as they meet. 

Bow. I tell thee I would this watch were o'er. 

\st Iron. I would it were a bright morning with our 
pike-heads glittering in the sun. I would rather it were 
a charge of Rupert's best cavalry in our rear. 

Bow. I mind well, when I saw him there {points to 
coffin) last alive. 'Twas at the close of the fight, and 
he would have charged once more, but a tall Scotch noble 
held him back. Had I been he I would have cloven the 
false Scot to the chine. I was a prisoner then, and near 
him. He wore a long white plume. His dark face 
showed very eager beneath it. 

1^^ Iron. Ay, I have heard good Jepherson tell of it, 
and how the Lord blinded them all. 

Bow. I mind his very words. * Charles Stuart begs a 
little loyal blood to do him right — a charge ! but one 
more charge ! Had I but fifty of my nephew Kupert ! ' 
And then he waved his sword, and his plume fluttered 
like a white bird in the van of an approaching storm. If 
he should speak now. [A noise is heard without. 

\st Iron. Didst thou hear nought ? 

Bow. Oh ! for a stoup of strong waters ! 

1^^ Iron. Hist. 'Tis like a soldier's tread in the long 
gallery beyond. 
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Bow. Nay, 'tis the echo of thine own feet. 
1st Iron. It is a footstep. Hark, it stops ! 
Bow. Do thou speak ! 

[They bring their matchlocks to bear. 

Ist Iron. The word ! or else we fire. 
Crom. Had Ztmri peace ? 
Bow. Hold ! 'Tis the General. 

[Cromwell enters C. They lower their matchlocks. 

Crom. How fare ye here ? 

[The Ironsides move towards the door. 

Stay, Bdwtell. I have need of thee awhile. 
Remove the covering from your dead charge there. 
Quick, fool ! Thy mouth is all agape as if 
Thou didst lack tidings. What dost shake thus for P 
[He advances to the coffin and tears aside the covering. 

So ! Have you not a thousand corpses seen. 

That stare around, the multiple of death. 

In grim disorder on a battle-field ? 

And must you tremble like a brace of girls 

Being asked to see their grandam in her shroud. 

How peacefully she looks ! 

Bow. Lord General ! 

What would you we should do now ? 

Crom. Do ? Get hence. 

And leave me here alone awhile in prayer. 

[Exeunt Ironsides, C, the^ steps are heard departing. 

It seems an hour since I did speak with them. 
The air is life-like and intelligent. 
Yet this is Death's abode ! 

{Looks cautiously round) Ho ! there — ^hola ! 
I am alone with that mute presence. 

[Advances towards the coMn. 
So! 
Like the hot iron to the quivering flesh 
Be this test- to my soul, to look on him ; 
To set my living face by his dead face. 
Then tax him with the deeds for which I slew him. 

[Lifts the covering very gently. 
thou discrowned and insensible clay ! 
Stripped 'midst a butchered score or so of men 
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You would not slay him, if you had him here. 
I tell you banieh ChaileB, this present man. 
And none shall question, whilst his feeble race 
And name shall dwindle hence, as shall arise 
The fair proportions of our Commonwealth 
On the decay of kings, not on the death 
Of one weak monarch. 

What doth any here 
Himself wish to be king ? 

Crom. He raves I [Sises and paces stage. 

Lord Grey. Nay, listen ! 
He hath much reasoD. 

€rom. I do admire his reasoning. 

Arfh. Will the trial be ? 

Crom. 'Twould juStity us much. [Sits as before. 

Arth. But if he die? 

Crom. It is not your affair, nor mine. We'll talk 
Hereiifter of it. I perceive your drift. 
You see these angry passions now boil o'er, 
Itut reason will prevail. The King may live; 
And yet he hath done much, wrought evil work, 
And so farewell! [Exit Aethur. 

Pool ! tame, half-hearted fool ! who would commend 
Our necks to mercy ; who with quilted tongue 
Would dupe our cause, and babble all away 
That we have fought for — staked our lives, yea, souls. 
On the immortal issue. Go ! We need thee not : 
Better be foe than ftiend. I said the king 
May live. 'Tis true, I would not have him die. 
One moment, ere the righteous penalty 
God and this nation shall mete out to him. 
Now, friends ! what say ye ? Banishment, forsooth ! 
What ! shall we send him to seek foreign aid. 
And plot with France again : perchance, at last 
Unto some fatal issue ? Speak your will. 
If the king lives, the nation dies. How say ye ? 

All Death I 

END OF ACT. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

AN APARTMBNT IN WHITEHALL. 

Lady Elizabeth discovered seated at table C, reading. 

JSliz. (throwing down the book) The black print seems 
all red. I cannot read ! 
Mine eyes burn so ; and they are happy there. 
Together ! 'Twas my work, and now I wish 
That seas convulsed by tempest roared between. 
Great Heaven ! To think their bliss should rend my heart. 
More than a father's guilty a sovereign's woe ? 

traitress, daughter of a traitor ! 

(Pause) Let me think 

1 am a wedded wife. There is no stain 
Of guilty wish. I ne'er desired his love. 

False wretch ! Thou dost this moment. No ! no ! hold ! 
To-day decides the king's fate. If he die, 
Arthur will loathe us, loathe my father — ^me 
The Regicide's pale daughter. 

Thus to think 
Of the king's life, that was my only prayer 
Before, and now it fades on my cold lips 
In hollow mockery. 

(Music is heard within. Falls on her knees.) 
(As the music ends, enter the Lady Cbomwell. 
She bends over Elizabeth, and then raises her. 
Lady Crom. He will not die ! 
My sweetest child. Lord Fairfax tells me so. 
Thy father means to save him at the end. 

(Aside) This sad anxiety about the king • ' 

Has turned her brain, I fear. (Aloud) My darling one ! \ 

Rouse thee, he will not die. \ 
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Enter the Ladt Fairfax in deep mourning. She tohispers 

to Lady Cromwell. 

Lady Crom. O saddest news ! [a heU tolls. 

Enter Arthur and Florence. 
Arth, Then, madaii^ let us part. *Tis better thus. 
Flor. I think so, sir. 
Arth, I cannot brook this wrong. 
Flor, I do not ask you. 
Arth. Heartless ! Then farewell. 
Flor. Farewell^ good cousin Walton, if you will. 

[Turns to the Lady Elizabeth. 

Arth. {joining the group) What is the matter ? 
Lady Crom. Sir, the king is doomed 
To death. It is too much for her. 

Arth. Alas ! 

Is it e'en so ? 

Flor. (To Arthur) Here! Arthur, lend your aid 
To bear her hence. 

(To Elizabeth) Elizabeth ! *Tis I. 

[Arthur attempts to raise her. 

Eliz. I thank you, 1 can stand/ 

(Aside) His arm ! (aloud) Away ! 
Sir, do not touch me. You ill-treat my friend. 
Fhr. (aside) To think she heard my folly ! 

( To Arthur) Sir, I think 

She will be better left to us alone. 

Crom. (speaking outside L* H.) Where be ye all? 
These to your Colonel Pride, 
And thou to Rich ; tell him to watch and fast*. 
For I have need of him. (Entering with Soldiers*) What 
coil is this ? 
My daughter ill ! Fetch'a physician, quick ! 

[Exit Officer L. D. 
'Twas a sore trial. Ye have heard of it. 
The man must die ! 

Eliz. No ! father, as you hope 

For mercy — no ! 

Crom. Peace, simpleton ! It was 

The voice of all this people. 
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Arth. But you had 

The power to Bave him — [Takes off his sword. 

Here, look> is my sword ! 
ni never more bear arms with you or your's, 

Crom. I do protest thou wilt not. 

(2b Officbb) Take his sword! 
I did not think to find this kite so tame. 
So let him die with those he plotteth for ; 
His mission stands revealed. 

Arih, No ! General Cromwell, 

This must not be. 

Crom. How, Sirrah ? 

Arih. For your sake. 

Not mine. I tell you, did I fear to say 
Still what I think the wisest, truest course, 
I were not worthy of the life and freedom 
Which as a right I claim now at your hand. 
And dare your very greatness not to grant me. 

Crom, This boldness likes me. Let me hear him out. 

Arth. That sword which lies there undishonoured, once 
Served well for morion to your bare grey locks 
At Naseby — it had sought your heart, ere this, 
Had I but deemed you half so base as now 
You have judged me. 

Crom. Give back his sword — what would you ? 

Arth. Your hand, and liberty. 'Tis true, I spoke 
Against you at the council. 

'Twas aloud ! 
What is a council of free men for, save 
To speak their thoughts in freedom ? I spoke mine. 
I fought with you for freedom. That is now 
Tours to withhold or give. In foreign lands 
Your just resolves shall be my soul's dear news, 
My heart's best tidings. 

Crom. Go in peace ! 
My heart warms to thy speech — as sound 
Of trumpets in the battle. Would thy thoughts 
Parted not from mine own, as some great stream 
Divides, e'en in the sight of ocean. Go! 
And 'mid the voices of the nations hear 
What they shall say of England and of Cromwell. 

{Closed in. 
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SCENE II. 

1 

VIBW OF WESTMINSTER ABBET NIGHT. 

^nter Ireton and Sir Simon Neville, i. 

Sir Sim. All then is o'er. Where have they taken him? 

Ire. To lie in Whitehall. i 

Sir Sim, How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had no eyes. 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire. I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live. 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time, 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air. 
O'er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; th^n 'twas calm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
They neared his footstool, look unchanged as he; \ 

Sphinx-like ! But when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into his eyes, 

A moment welling quick successive fires, jj 

Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds, .J 

Then came a look of doubt and wonderment, 1 

As if it were a thing he knew not of. 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so. 
His hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's faces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war*horse standing saddled by. 
And unattended, save by Thought alone. 
Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 
With thunderous hoof away. 

Sir Sim. I tremble at 

The vision you have conjured. Surely he 
You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

Ire. Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 
One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir Sim. Tis Baid by some 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatness. 

Ire. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are hut shadows of great deeds. 
That do affright the vulgar. 

[SAouti heard S. ff. 
Hark how the augry mob 
Shout o*er their headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'erthrown, their freedom or their chains. 

lExeunt B. 

" Enter Cbouwell. He it cloaked and his face atjirst 
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Crom. This night the place looks older than it is, 
As if Bome future centuries had passed. 

Leaving their shadows on it 

(points to Abbey) You tall towers. 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coining greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Ton dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look like funereal firs on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fest decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past— 
I'eels like this age's tomb and monument. 
Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is no wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth ? Come, let me deal with it ! 
Tis midnight I Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and look upon this work. 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No ! No 1 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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SCENE II. 

TIBW OF WEHTHIN8TEB ABBBT — NIGHT. 

Enter Irbton and Sib Simom Neville, L. 

Sir Sim. AU then is o'er. Where have they taken iiim 

Ire. To lie in Whitehall. 

Sir Sim. How looked Cromwell when 

The king came forth to die? I had noeyes. 
Save for the man who met this righteous doom. 

Ire. I marked but him whose mighty deeds shall live. 
Whilst England's name floats down the stream of Time, 
Ere all was ready, while mid clamorous storm, 
The patient, pale king lipped the deafened air. 
O'er Cromwell's face approaching doom grew large 
In stony horror; then 'twas calm and still. 
Destruction's God, from his broad wizard throne. 
Might on the front of coming whirlwinds, as 
Tbeyneared his footstool, look unchanged as he; 
Sphinx-like ! But when the deed was done, I saw 
The flash that left the swift descending axe 
In triumph fiercely shoot into hia eyes, 
A moment welling quick successive fires. 
Like sudden lightning through the angry clouds. 
Then came a look of doubt and wonderment. 
As if it were a thing he knew not of. 
And shuddered at, amazed that it was so, 
liis hollow eye waned like the moon's eclipse ; 
But soon he clutched his sword, and tried to read 
Men's feces near him, and then furious leapt 
On his black war-horse standing saddled by. 
And unattended, save by Thought alone, 
Like the armed herald of an earthquake, rode 
With thunderous hoof away. 

Sir Sim. I tremble at 

The vision you have conjured. Surely he 
You speak of is a great and wondrous man. 

Ire. Unto all fortune doth he shape himself. 
One scarcely can tell how. 
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Sir Sim. TU said by 8om« 

A Phantom once appeared to him in youth 
And did predict his greatoeee. 

-f«. Nay, not so. 

Such Phantoms are but shadows of great deeds, 
That do affright the vulgar. 

[Shauts heard S. S. 
Hark how the angry mob 
Shout o*er their headless idol ; as they would 
O'er aught o'eithrown, their freedom or their chains. 

[Exeunt S. 

" Enter Ckouwbll. Se ia cloaked and his face at first 
covered. 

Crom. This night the place looks older than it is, 
As if some future centuries had passed. 

Leaving their shadows on it 

{points to Abbey) Ton tall towers. 
That pierce the rack of the unsettled sky. 
Seem not to point unto the stars that watch 
My coming greatness, but with solemn air 
To frown back on the memory of Cromwell. 
Ton dark Cathedral whose sharp turret spires 
Look like funereal firs on Ararat, 
When the sun setting streamed in blood upon 
The fast decaying waters — that huge pile 
Of erring worship reared in age long past — 
I'eels like this age's tomb and monument. 
"Would I were buried in it, could I sleep 
The sleep of peace ! I cannot sleep to-night. 
My molten blood runs singing through my veins. 
It is no wonder. Is there not a thought 
Which leads me forth? Come, let me deal with it! 
'Tis midnight ! Now to face him were a thing 
To feel that one had done it, not to tell. 
To fold the arms and Look upon this work, 
That I have wrought. There's fascination in't. 
Like one in dreams, or driven by the wind, 
I move on to the thing I dread. No 1 No ! 
I feared thee not alive, Charles Stuart ! and come 
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A conqueror flushed with triumph, thus to tell 

Thy bloodless clay, that I repent me not ! 

No ! if a holocaust of kings were slain, 

I'd own the deed unto their legioned spirits ! [Exit»^* 



SCENE III. 

A state-room in Whitehall. On JR. H. is seen placed 
the coffin of Charles I catered with scarlet poll. I\oo 
sentries keep guard. Moonlight streams in from 
windoxo^ L. U. E. Opening C, with drapery. Clock 
strikes 12 as scene opens. Bowtell and \st soldier 
walk to and fro and converse as they meet. 

Bow. I tell thee I would this watch were o'er. 

1*^ Iron. I would it were a bright morning with our 
pike-heads glittering in the sun. I would rather it were 
a charge of Rupert's best cavalry in our rear. 

Bow. I mind well, when I saw him there {points to 
coffin) last alive. 'Twas at the close of the fight, and 
he would have charged once more, but a tall Scotch noble 
held him back. Had I been he I would have cloven the 
false Scot to the chine. I was a prisoner then, and near 
him. He wore a long white plume. His dark face 
showed very eager beneath it. 

Ist Iron. Ay, I have heard good Jepherson tell of it, 
and how the Lord blinded them all. 

Bow. I mind his very words. * Charles Stuart begs a 
little loyal blood to do him right — a charge ! but one 
more charge ! Had I but fifty of my nephew Rupert ! ' 
And then he waved his sword, and his plume fluttered 
like a white bird in the van of an approaching storm. If 
he should speak now. \A noise is heard without. 

\st Iron. Didst thou hear nought ? 

Bow. Oh ! for a stoup of strong waters ! 

1*^ Iron. Hist. 'Tis like a soldier's tread in the long 
gallery beyond. 
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Bow. Nay, 'tis the echo of thine own feet. 
1st Iron. It is a footstep. Hark, it stops ! 
Bow. Do thou speak ! 

[They bring their matchlocks to bear. 

1st Iron. The word ! or else we fire. 
Crom. Had Ztmri peace ? 
Bow. Hold ! 'Tis the General. 

[Cromwell enters C. They lower their matchlocks. 

Crom. How fare ye here ? 

[The Ironsides move towards the door. 

Stay, Bowtell. I have need of thee awhile. 
Remove the covering from your dead charge there. 
Quick, fool ! Thy mouth is all agape as if 
Thou didst lack tidings. What dost shake thus for P 
[He advances to the coffin and tears aside the covering. 

So ! Have you not a thousand corpses seen, 

That stare around, the multiple of death. 

In grim disorder on a battle-field ? 

And must you tremble like a brace of girls 

Being asked to see their grandam in her shroud. 

How peacefully she looks ! 

Bow. Lord General ! 

What would you we should do now ? 

Crom. Do ? Get hence. 

And leave me here alone awhile in prayer. 

[Exeunt Ironsides, C, thevr steps are heard departing. 

It seems an hour since I did speak with them. 
The air is life-like and intelligent. 
Yet this is Death's abode ! 

{Looks cautiously round) Ho ! there — ^hola ! 
I am alone with that mute presence. 

[Advances towards the coffin. 
So! 
Like the hot iron to the quivering flesh 
Be this test to my soul, to look on him ; 
To set my living face by his dead face. 
Then tax him with the deeds for which I slew him. 

[Lifts the covering very gently. 
thou discrowned and insensible clay ! 
Stripped 'midst a butchered score or so of men 

5 
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Upon some bleak hill-side^ beneath the rack 

Of flying clouds torn by the cannon's boom. 

If the red trampled grass were all thy shroud. 

The scowl of Heaven thy plumed canopy, 

Thou might'st be any one. What art thou, now ? — 

How is it with thee, Man ! Charles Stuart ! King ? 

See, the dark, heavy overhanging lids 

Press on his grey eyes set in gory death ! 

How blanched his dusky cheek, that late was flushed 

Because a people would not be his slaves. 

And now a worm may mock him. 

This strong frame 
Promised long life. *Tis constituted well. 
'Twas but a lying promise like the rest ! 

Yet, O King ! 
Cromwell insults thee not. But if thy spirit 
Circle unseen around the guilty clay. 
Till it be buried, and those solemn words 
Give ' Dust to Dujst,' leaving the soul no home 
On this vain earth — Oh, hear me ! Or, if still 
There be a something sentient in our frames 
Through all corruption's stages, till the flesh 
Rots, rots, and is no more ; and thus the soul 
Is caged in bones through which the north wind rattles. 
Or in the black skull washed up by the waves 
Upon the moaning shore — poor, weeping skull. 
From whose deep-blotted eyeless socket-holes 
The dank green seaweed drips its briny tear — 
If it be so, that round the festering grave, 
Where yet some earth-brown human relic moulders. 
The parting ghost may linger to the last. 
Till it have share in all the elements. 
Shriek in the storm, or glide in summer air — 
Oh, hear me ! 

Or, if thou hast stood already. 
Shrivelled but for His mercy into nought. 
Before the blaze of Heaven's ofiended eye. 
And hast received thy sentence, hear me, thence ! 
Thus then I lay my hand upon thy breast. 
And while my heart is nearly still as thine. 
Swear that I slew thee but to stop thy crimes — 
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(O soul of Charles, wilt thcu not plead for Cromwell ?) 
Swear that I would I lay here in thy stead, 
Couldst thou have lived, beloved, and loving England. 
For I have done a deed in slaying thee 
Shall wring the world'^ heart with its memory. 
Men shall believe me not, as they are base. 
And knaves cry * hypocrite !' as they dare judge 
The naked fervour of my struggling soul. 
Heaven judge between us ! I am armed in this — 
Couldst thou have reigned, not crushing English hearts 
With fierce compression of thine iron sway, 
Cromwell had lived, contented and unknown^ 
To teach his children loyalty and faith 
Sacred and simple^ as the grass-grown mound 
That should have pressed more lightly,on his bones 
Than ever greatness on his wearied spirit. 

^^Re-enter Ironsides. They ground their matchlocks. 

Cromwell starts. 

Another blow ? No ! no ! There was but one. 
He suffered nothing ! 

\st Iron. Sir, we are returned. 

Crom. (replacing his cloak) Ha ! have ye quenched your 
thirst, good fellows. Nay, 
I knew not that ye had such cold work here. 
Now, on your lives, no word of this. [gives them money, 

2nd Iron. An't please you, 
Who shall be king now ? 

Crom. Silence ! Thou pert knave ! 

It does not please me to stand prating here. 
Ask him, who lieth there, dethroned and dead. 
Who shall succeed him. [points to coffin. 

Surely I know nought^ 
That I am the meanest servant of the Lord, 
To do his work alone. See ye to your's ! 

[He places himself by the coffin. The 
Sentinels go off. The Clock strikes one^ 
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Couch, (able with goblet, salver, and glasseg, 
Cromwell discovered seated, BowTEr.L standing 
him. 

Crom. How well he died, tlitil lived not well, Hisw 
Strike cold here. Kiiiga have died ere now whose li^ 
Were worthless, hurtful to their people's good ; 
None meek as this. 

Ohj could an angel light 
The deepest corner of my secret soul. 
And say ambition drugged not my design 
With soul-consuming poison. I, this I, 
Have done 't — For what? Which is't, to reign suprei 
Or crown the smiling land with good I — Well, both 1 
The passions that we have in us may blend 
With purest purpose and with loftiest aim. 
1 1 was so here ! {places his hand on his breast. Pattt 
Come hither, Bowtell, tell me why my blood 
Doth stagnate, and my heart knock 'gainst my r 
Like to a trembling summons on the door 
Of midnight sepulchre to call forth ghosts 
From their unquiet dreams, my flesh creep like 
The prickly writhings of a new-sloughed snake. 
Till my soul starts aghast at its oivn being ? 

Bow. It ia black melancholy, bred full oft. 
Of this damp changeful climate. 

Crom. Give me peace 
With any reason, that thou canst. 

Bow. Your Highness knows that your attendant Pea 
Once sailed the Spanish main. Thus spake be of 
The godless, desperate men he met with there; — 
They never shuddered at a blood-red kerchief; 
But on their shining sword-blades as they smoked | 
On deck throughout a tropic noon would show 
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The dents and liotches to their younger mates. 
With hearts as light as festive villagers. 

Crom. If this be so, the gloom that shrouds my soul 
Is born of humours most corporeal ; 
Vapours of earth, not clouds from Heaven or Hell. 
Go, tell the General Ireton to come here. 

[Exit BOWTELL^ JB. 

How sad and ill my daughter looked to-day I 
Should I lose her ! not this, O Heaven ! not this ! 
My thoughts seem driven like the wind-vext leaves 
That eddy round in vain. 

How rolled his head across 
The hollow platform with deep awful sound ! 
Methinks I hear it now, and through my brain 
It vibrates, like the storm's accusing knell. 
Making the guilty quake. I am not guilty ! 
It was the nation's voice, the headman's axe ; 
I slew him not 1 

{Enter Iretok, iJ.) 
Tet I am ill at ease. 
Come hither, Ireton. 

Think you the world 
Will judge me very harshly ? 

Ire. Oh, believe 

By far the nobler half of English hearts 
Will laud you, when long centuries have nursed 
The troubles of these frantic times to rest. 
Great acts alone shall be, when years have passed. 
The landmarks of men's thoughts, who then shall see 
In these events that shake the world with awe. 
But a great subject, and a base, bad King, 
Interpreted aright. 

Crom. (aside) My child ! my child I 
She is dying and condemns me. 

Ire, Lord General ! 

I pray thee be more calm. A nation's hap 
Lies not in thoughts like these. 

Crom. Her tender frame 

Pines day and night, her young life bleeding, sapped. 
Cursed in the tainting thought of my ambition ; 
And she wi ll die, and sink into the grave, 
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Preyed on by doubt anil horror of my deeds. 

Kre Hattipden's death had sealed the bond of strife, 

Tiiou kiiuweet not, how oft to quit these shores 

With inigel fervour she intreated me, 

And, girt by true hearts, all my soul held dear. 

To seek a home in that far western clime 

Where boundless forests whisper ' Liberty !' 

With all their million-musicked leaves, and blue lakes 

Murmur it ; and threat cataracts that light 

With flash of whirling foam the tempests' scowl 

To souls untamed as they, roar Freedom ! 

[Crosses the stage. 
Yea! 
Thus to escape remorse, and doubts, and blood. 
Leaving this work to Heaven and to His will ; 
And 1 had saved her. Is not this a thought 
That might have maddened Brutus, though all Rome 
Hailed him her Saviour, while the Capitol 
Kocked like a soul-stined Titan to its base 
With their free acclamation? 

Jre. Was ther» not 

Another Brutus? 

Cram. Tell me not of Koroe ? 

Why dost not lead me through yon corridor 
To gaze upon some hawk-nosed effigy. 
And say, — ' This Roman slew his friend, his son. 
His daughter. 'Twas a great soul, and he lived 
Two thousand years ago, and this is cause 
For thy child's death?' 

Jre. I little dreamt, my Lord, to hear you speak 
So wildly and so sadly of the course 
Of your most virtuoiis and ennobling deeds. 
Think not I do not mourn the angel light 
That beamed upon your path, soon haply ded. 
Thus far I understand your soul's regrets. 
But BO to start as shaken by a dream 
From an unquiet couch, to grope in night. 
And wailing darkness, thus to storm and rave. 
To mock the God of battles and thy might, ' 
To let the rod that scourged His enemies 
Fall from thy hold — I had not thought of thisl 
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And I would rather die than see it. True, 
Thou wouldst be less than father, more than man. 
To bear no sorrow, yet, should England soar 
Far, far above the sad domestic grave 
Of Cromwell's dearest love of kin or kind ; 
And the big tear that in the eye will gather 
In him should only halo Freedom's sun, 
Not blind his sight with selfish misery. 

Crom. Speak on ! The passion passes ; yet be kind ; 
Read not thy lesson sternly ; for in grief 
There is much tumult and forgetfulness.* 
When my son died, 'twas different ; though his death 
Went to my heart — indeed it did — a son 
That might have wielded England's destinies ; 
And now I cannot look beyond the night 
Of mine own day — it is late evening with me 
Already — for a soul to rule this land. 
How bravely bore I his young glorious death. 
And when one died at Marston afterwards, 
I wrote his father bidding him rejoice. 
And something boasted of mine own bereavement, 
I said, — * Forget your private sorrow, Sir, 
In this late public mercy. Victory 
Unto the Saints/ O bitter fool to chide 

A father thus, when I might lose my daughter ! [pause, 

• * 

, • 'Enter Bowtbll, B. 

Bow, Sir, the Waldenses, frightfully oppressed 
By the curst fury of insatiate Rome, 
Pray you for succour, lest their people die, 
A merchant captain bore this urgent news. 

Crom. {To Irbton) What answer, think you, shall I 
give to them ? 

Ire. Oh ! quick remonstrate with these bloody men ; 
Say how this England looks with sorrowing eye 
On the injustice she herself might share. 
But for the check Heaven gives her enemies, 

Crom. Ay, with the thunder of the cannon's mouth 
I will remonstrate. O, I tell thee, Ireton, 
The force of words alone would upwards fly. 
E'en with the prayers of these sad innocents. 
But leave them still to perish. I'll not sleep 
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Till I have sent them aid^ nor lose an hour. 
Till right be done ; for so shall stand or fall 
England hereafter. 

Ire, Were it wise, my Lord ! 

This little isle should brave all Europe's wrath f 

Crom. Yea, all the world's. *Twere wiser than to see 
Weak nations fall, whose sole offence it is 
To think like us. I care not who they be. 
Let race and language differ, kindred thoughts 
Should make all kin who bow their knee to God. 
This island should be fortress of the world. 
To keep that precious jewel of mankind. 
Freedom to speak and think, in trust for all. 
Great deeds will follow where free thoughts may live ; 
But lest thought perish, deeds their aid must give. 
Prepare the letters ! 

Ire, Might it not be well 

To temporise, ere dare such mighty force ? 

Crom. No ! With each persecuted soul afar. 
Whose eyes in yonder vales are glazed in death. 
There dies a principle, that should be dear 
To England as herself. A single blow. 
Struck on behalf of these for conscience sake. 
Were better for our interest than spoil 
Of an idolatrous hemisphere. Go tell 
The triple tyrant England's sword is drawn. 
I'll hear no reasoning. What is just is. wise. 
Their God is our God, and they shall not perish ! 

Ire, (aside) I did but tempt him to this great resolve; 
Now shall the slaughtered saints be soon avenged. 

[A noise is heard without 

Crom, (walks up and down) Hear'st thou ? 
'Tis Harrison. News from the camp ! 
Now could 1 hew my way again amidst 
A thousand foemen. 

What is the shock 
Of living squadrons to the armdd thoughts 
Whose dark battalions I have just now quelled ? 
I would the clouds of battle rolled around 
This moment. Lo ! my spirit is revived, 
Jjike Samson's, when he drank at Bamath-lehi. 
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JEnter Harrison^ L. 
What is it? 

JETar. Mutiny ! The soldiers swear 

That they will have their right, 

Crom. Their ^ right ' saidst thou ? 
Now, by the Lord ! they'll wish for wrong again^ 
ISre I have done with them. 

\He brings his sward-helt rounds and places 
his hatfimdy on his brows. 
Ire. 'Twere best to take . 

Your faithful guard. 

Crom. I'll take none. What ! They are 
Mine own. I'll deal with them. If thou dost fear. 
Son Ireton, stay behind. What ! be afraid 
Of mine own rascals I have drilled and led 
So frequently ? Come on, I did but need 
This pretty farce to stir me. Mutiny ? 
I'll strike the leaders' heads off, at the head 
[Each of his column. Follow me, son Ireton ! 
No other. 

[Exits L. 1 E.y followed by Ireton and Harrison. 

Enter Lady Elizabeth, attended by Lady Cromwell 

and Lady Fairfax, JB. 8 E. 

Elizabeth. Think you 'tis an easy death when the heart 
bleeds inwardly? 

Lady Crom. Hush, child ! cease talking thus. 

Eliz. I do remember journeying hitherward. 
We chanced to come across a poor lad slain 
In some sad skirmish of these cruel wars. 
There seemed no wound, and so I stayed by him. 
Thinking he might live still. But ever whilst 
I stretched to reach some trifling thing for aid. 
His sullen head would slip from off my lap. 
And his damp hair to earth would blindly stray ; 
Yet those pale lips deserted not the smile 
Of froward, gay defiance lingering there. 
Like a tired truant's sleeping on the grass. 
Dreaming of one perpetual holiday. [him. 

Lady Crom. And was he dead ? Tell me what came of 

Eliz. The silent marches of the stars had closed 
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The slow retreat of that calm summer, eve. 
Ere I composed his gentle limhs to rest. 
And left him where he lay. No crimson wound. 
No dark ensanguined stain did sully him, 
Tet had some fatal missile reached his heart. 
That bled, as mine does now, within ! within ! 

Lady Crom. *Ti8 a sad tale. But all may still be well ;** 
Yield not to this wild burst of agony. 
Think of your father — know you not the grief 
Tou cause him whom a nation doth obey ? 
You too whom most he loves, to be 
His greatest, sorest trouble ? he who needs 
All our affection ; your dear health restored 
Shall make him smile upon us all again. 

JEliz. I cannot, therefore I am best removed. 
Ambition knows no kindred, cares for none. 
Save those who serve its instant purposes, 
Who on the giddy ladder proffer help, 
And then art cast away. We cling in vain 
About his feet who tramples on all love. 
As one impatient of encumbrance. 

Lady C. No ! 

I am his wife as ever, thou his child. 
Too dear unto his happiness and mine. 

Eliz. Mother, ^tis vain, I would be all you wish. 
But cannot. There is something here unknown. 
Which I would tell him shortly, ere the end 
Of my unhappy being. Send uiy father here at once. 

[Lady Cromwell and Lady Fairfax go off^ L. 
Lady Cromwell we^ng^l 

EUz. Unbare my beating bosom to the wind. 
And let the breath of Heaven wander through 
The dreary twilight of my tangled hair ! 
Mine eyes shall never sparkle any more, 
Save with the fearful glitter of unrest ; 
My cheeks flush not with any hope on earth, 
But with the live glow in their ash burn on. 
Death holds his Carnival of winter roses. 
Till their last blossom flutters in the tomb. 
Hush ! What was that ? I thought I heard a noise. 
He comes, my father comes ! Away all thought 
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Of self I Away I base paasion that would bind 

My ninged soul to earth — Hush ! Hush ! He comes ! 

(Pause) 'Twas but the night-wind'a flagging breath! no 

Of mortal footstep. As it hither crept [sound 

Tiptoe and carefully, 'twas like a murderer 

That in hie sleep walks forth. See, how he steals 

'Mid all the antique chattels of the room ! 

'Twaa but the wind, I said, whose fleeting voice 

The vaulted corridor did syllable aloud, 

Mingling my name with tombs Again I hear ! It is 

[his footstep ! 

(Enter Cromwell.) 

Father! Hither! Quick, 
Xest Death step in between us. Reach me here 
That cup. My voice fails. Not that hand ! There's blood — 
[ha lets fall the cup. 
As in my dreams. I would asBoil him. (Pause.) Father ! 
Tis said upon the giddy verge of Hfe 
The eye grows steady and the soul sees clear 
Thought guiding action in all human things. 
Last night, there was a scaflbld there ! all black — 
And one stood visored by, with glittering axe. 
Who struck the bare neck of a kneeling form. 
Methought the head of him who seemed to die 
Glided along the sable blood-stained floor. 
As unseen fiends did pull it by its mass 
Of dank and dabbled hair. And when I turned 
Mine eyes to see it not, the headman's mask 
Had fallen, and the face 1 saw was Thine ! 

Crom. I'll hear no more: 'tis not my daughter's voice! 
She dares not ehape such wrong in words like these. 
I did not hope for self, scarce hoped for good. 
In doing that I have ; but standing here 
A man, have sought this place, if sought I have, 
But to prevent the evil imminent 
Upon this nation. Heaven be witness that 
I lie not by the fraction of a thought ! 

Eliz. Alas ! that it may be so. For 1 saw 
In dream so real that I scarce can tell 
What shreds of life now left are dreams or not — 
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Perhaps this too is a dream^ and I shall wake 
To happy childhood soon — ^Where was I ? Oh, 
This parching thirst ! I saw a Spirit stand 
Anointed in the breach of opening clouds : 
Behind him streamed intolerable light ; 
His floating locks were crowned. He cried aloud 
' Cromwell^ make haste ! The judgment doth await 
Thee and thy work.* 

Crom. Behold me ready^ though 

A million lying fiends did summon me 
To answer their appeal ! Would I were armed 
With equal cheerfulness to see thee thus. 
My poor pale child^ be caln^ for thine own sake ! 
Thou tear'st my heart-strings with thy fevered speech. 
My breast is proof against all stabs — save thine. 

EUz. {rising) O Father ! hear me whilst I still have 
Life will not turn my hour-glass any more, [strength. 

Whose thin sands sinking at their centre fast 
Ebb hollowly away. I would but speak 
A few soft words of comfort, praying thee 
To seek repentance ; for indeed thy heart 
Sinned not so deeply as the world may think. 

Crom, Let them repent who need ; but listen, child ! 
The Lord will spare thee to me even yet. 

Eliz. Father ! speak thus no longer — not here — now— 
Deceive thyself, or me. 

Crom. This is not well. 

As the Lord liveth, these poor lips, my child. 
Speak foolishness. Who taught thee to rebuke 
Thy father ? Know he stands 'twixt thee and God, 
Not thou between the living God and him. 

Eliz, What mean these stern regrets that tear thy soul ? 

Crom. Must thou now learn that when my soul is dark 
With sorrow, agitation, melancholy, 
I am possessed with black delirious fits ; 
*Twa8 so ere thou wast born, ere I was called 
Unto a burden heavier than man 
Unsufiering may bear. But, hear me now ! 
I am not guilty ! if the human mind 
May bear account with its own issuings forth 
To act and do — if Thought deceive us not ; 
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And Heason live in man. I am not guilty ! if 
The blind chimera of an earth-crowned king 
Be less than Heaven's truth ; not if it be well 
To love this people — ^to have drawn the sword 
For mercy's sake alone. I am not guilty I 
O God ! .call back her eyes' fast-fading lights 
Lest she die judging me. I am not guilty ! 
Except in loving thee too well. My lips shall speak 
No more at the eternal judgment-seat 
Than this ! 

Eliz. 'Tis truth ! it cannot be but truth. 
All things seem different ; yet just now I thought 
To see more clearly, whilst I dared to judge him. 
How happy am I now 1 Forgive me, father ! 

Crom. (kneeling) O, my child ! 
Hear now these solemn 'words. I willed his death 
That was the king, seeing no other issue 
Of justice and of truth. Against the race . 
Of the false Stuarts have I battled, not against 
The state or title, or the name of king. 
E'en as I speak to thee, my vision seems 
To mirror a just king ; a queen, perchance. 
Whose joys and griefs shall all her subjects share. 
In whose just presence. Courtiers dare to say 
' Cromwell was rebel of necessity. 
But not of choice.' And dost thou not believe me ? 

Eliz. Father, I do. Clasp me unto thee close» 
Forgive me all the pain that I have caused. 
I feel as if I were again a child. 
That prattled by thy side, ere strife had come. 
And sown those wrinkles in thy lofty brow — 
Bend till my faded fingers reach to smooth them. 
I cannot think but of an evening walk. 
When thou didst tell me of the life of David, 
The chosen of the Lord. [Organ heard in distance. 

See ! see, yon arched window ! 
'Tis full of light. Hush ! they are singing ! Hush !' 
The sun is cheerful. Nature praises God ! 
Leave me not yet, my father I Spare one hour 
Unto thy child. Nay then, we shall meet soon. 
Thou smilest, sweet Spirit ! All the rest seems dim. 
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Look, by yon pale and monumental form 

The old man kneeling weeps ! I come ! I come ! 

(^Falh hack and dies. Her hands are clasped in 
the attitude of a recumbent effigy. During 
the latter part the organ is still heard playing, 
Crom. A heavy burden. Ay, 

A heavy burden. Yea, perchance too heavy 
For any man. Yet, Heaven, Thy will be done ! 
I have no thought left save for England now. 

[Scene closet. 



A 8TRBBT IS GREENWICH. 

Enter a Lieutenakt, Sailors and Citizens. 

Sail. It is something to be an Englishman- now; tbof 
I hear that the Parliament grudges us our pay. 

Lieut. Noll will put all to rights. Were I him, I would 
set all the rascally lubbers adrift, and be captain on my 
own quarterdeck. 

Cit. What, would you have him proclaim himself king ? 

Mate. Ay, bo ! and Lord High Admiral of the universe, 
if he likes. When did ever England bear a name like 
this? 

Sail. You may jostle a foreigner thus {pushes Citizen 
aside), and he'll take his hat^off. Is it nothing to be so re- 
spected, tripe-face ? 

Cit. Is it true that there are eight and thirty waggon- 
loads of treasure on the way from Portsmouth, friend ? 

Lieut. Ay, we took it from the Don, and burnt bis whole 
fleet. My old craft, the Naseby, lies off here now. 

Cit. Hath not Jamaica been a sore loss ? 

Mate. You be sugar-caned ! We have lost a few brave 
Ibllows there, like Fortescne and Sedgewick, who grudged 
not their lives for old England. Yet, there are some who 
would rather purchase a false peace for double the price^ 
than command a true one. But 'tis no use while there is 
ii heart of oak like Noll's at the helm. Ask the Dutch 
where their carrying trade is gone. 
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Lieut. Yet for all this, while the grand old ship, look 
you^ is nearing port, with the flags of all nations lowered 
as. sbe approaches, with Victory streaming from the main, 
and Protection to Commerce the order of the day, sig- 
nalled amid her great guns' roar, there are sneaks and 
traitors who would scuttle her, if they could pandar to a 
foreign tyrant, or further their own blind base selfish ends 
of gain. 

at. Indeed, it is true. 

Lieut. If I were Noll, I'd make short work of them, but 
hark to the music ! 'Tis the announcement of our victories 
from the fleet. Hurrah." 

Terrace be/ore the Royal Palace at Oreenmch. I%e 
English Fleet anchored in the river. Citizens ^ Sailors, 
Sfc.f 8fc., discovered. Shouts , cannon, and flourish, 

Cromwell enters L. U. JE., followed by Irbton, Har- 
^ RisoN, and Bradshaw, attended by Ironsides, who 
range across back of stage. 

Crom. Our brave Sea-Generals attend us here. 
With their ships' companies — the other arm 
Of England, your most worthy brethren. 

(turns to Ironsides. 
Officer vnth despatches comes forward.) 
{Tears them open) Ha ! 

These from our gallant Blake ! Why comes he not 
Himself to meet our welcome ? 

Of. ^ He is dead ! 

Arrived off Plymouth in the sight of land. 

Crom. Not in defeat ! 

Of. He hath swept ocean clear 

Of England's enemies. 

Crom. In triumph rests 

A hero and a man. At Santa Cruz 
Beneath eight castles sixteen war-ships moored. 
Each stronger than his own, with fixed assault 
He did out-thunder, and destroyed them all. 
His work is done. To-morrow, we will mourn 
With noble sorrow for him lost ; to-day 
Rejoice o'er England's triumphs. 
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Brad, {who Aim entered L. U. E.) Gracious Sir ! 
The Ambassador of Swedeland doth desire 
To tender the alliance of his King. 

Crom. Go ! give him fitting welcome. 

Sar. France hath sent 

The Duke of Cr^qni, and Manzini, Prince 
And nephew of the Cardinal ; the King 
Being sore attacked with illness, but for which 
Himself he would have come in Royal state. 
To greet you Sovereign invincible, 
And most esteemed ally. 

Crom. We do await 

Their presence. Bid the gunners of our ships 
Stand with their linstocks lighted, thus to sound 
The points and stops of England's proud reply. 

Enter Ambassadors L. U. E., with splendid trains, and 
salute, by taking their plumed hats off fill they touch 
the ground three times, to each of which Cromwell 
returns a like salutation. 

Brad. Yet more attends your grace. 

The Duke of Florence 
And Dey of Tunis their submission send 
In terms most flattering. The Turks have ceded 
The traitor Hyde ; the rescued Vaudois bless 
In their bright peaceful valleys your great name 
First in their prayers to Heaven. 

Brad. My Lord, there wait 
Tluse delegates, (hands in paper) The enfranchised 
[Jews and all 
Whose burden you have lightened pray to see you. 

Crom. Let them come in. I need all grateful hearts 
Around me now. 

Off. {speaking soJUy) My Lord ! 

Crom. Speak out ! I say. 
This is the presence-chamber of a people. Here, 
We want no bated breath of courtiers. Shout 
Your tidings forth, that all around may hear. 

Off. My Lord, wilt please you to receive these letters ? 
Dunkirk is ceded to the English crown. 

Crom. Crown ? Sirrah ! 
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Where did you teach your tongue that tinsel word ? 
CrOy mend your speech^ although you bear good tidings. 

{walks to and fro. 
Had she but lived to hear this ! yet, O Heaven ! 
Thy will be done ! 

QTo an Officer) Now let the cannon speak^ 
And trumpets tell this news unto the nation. 

[Flourish 0/ trumpets ^ and the cannon of the ships are 
firedy heard throughout the speech of CRO UWRhh* 
^Tis well ! I'l l make Che name of England sound } 
"As great, as glorioTisi with an echo full — 

e ver that of antiq ue Kome of yore^^ (Cannon) 

Sy distant shores, in every creek'ana sea. 
Her fleets shall lend new terrors to the storm ; 
Or mirrored in majestic calm frown peace 
"With luxury of daring. ^Englishmen (Cannon) 

Shall carry welcome with their wanderings. 
Her name shall be the world's great watch-word, borne 
To make far tyrants tremble, slaves rejoicing 
Unlock their lean arms from their hollow breasts. 
And good men challenge holy brotherhood, 

Where'er that word of pride^isjL^axd armiud* (Cannon) a r^ 
' H o ncoforthjI -jftgg^sh^^ gland's glorious deeds (fW'^ 

^JKfeedloolGplomacy, that subtle curse r^ : 

^C raft, o f small states, the mean disgrace of strong, y' 
""XnawhenTHIsTittTe island shall o'erleem " 
With populous multitudes, methinks I see 
Her giant o£fspring cradled in the west, 
Kocked by sweet Freedom in the wilderness. 
Whose childhood's toys shall be the arts and arms 
Of other nations in maturity ; 
And in their banner every star a sun 
Shall light this page of England's history." 
By Heaven ! I say, a score of kings, each backed 
By his mean date of twenty rotted sires 
Could do no more than this. 

I will be more 
Than all these weak and hireling Stuarts. This 
Let Time and England judge, as years roll on. 

(Shouts and Flourish as the Curtain drops,) 
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Opinions of the Press. 

[THE 'THOS.'] 

** The powerfol Msenes in which Oliver ifl the eommuiding figure follow 
each other without Muiihle interruption, and the plaj is heard with 
attention throughout. The poetical epirit which hreathes through many 
of the speeches, and the vigour which particularly helongs to the language 
of Cromwell himself, were notable.** 

C* DAILY TXLEGSAFH.1 

'* Never did actor have, in a modem play, better lines to deUver. .... 
With the vigorous dialogue and lofty poetic sentiments of Colonel Alfred 
Bate Richards every reader of this stirring drama must be delighted, and 
now the brilliant passages are brought more closely together, the same 
pleasure will be fully shared by the auditory. All possible light, colour, 
and beauty come out of the lines as pointed by this young and most 
intelligent actress (Miss Wallis). There is no more charming passage in 
the Flay than that commencing — 

'Unbare my beating bowm to the winds;' 
and few will forget the admirable delivery of it by Miss WalUs as 
Elizabeth. We will quote one more passage of great beauty singularly 
suggestive of the potiion scene in Juliet, and recalling some of Juliet's 
best business." 

[THE ' 8TAHDABD.' 

" Constituted of materials so genuine, handled with literary skiU so far 
above the average, and instinct with such vigour and earnestness of 
purpose that must assuredly bear along with it, enchained by its stirring, 
nervous, and often j>oetical language, and the animated movement of the 
principal scene, the attention of aJl who value the stage as a means of 

intellectual pleasure.'' 

CTEE '.DAILY NEWS.*] 

" It says much for this Play that wherever Milton appears!, his speeches 
are felt by the reader to be in consonance with the character of one of the 
greatest, noblest, and purest of Englishmen.'^ 

[' SATUBD AY SEVDEW, *] 

*' The workings of Cromwell's conscience after the King's death are 

variously and powerfu^^ exhibited A modem actor is not likely to 

obtain many parts which contain better lines than these. It is no reproach 
to the author of this Flay that he has evidently read Shakespeare." 

He 
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[' SPECTATOB.'] 

The fiery energy, the passionate love of freedom, the fanaticism, 

the coarage, the lofty patriotism, the haunting misgivings, the trne 

sympathy with the oppressed, the terrible will, the power of paternal grief 

and love, the indignant, hearty disgust with the faithless, false cozenage of 

he cunning and paltry King, and the fits of foaming, frantic rage which 

make up Colonel Bichards' ideal of Cromwell The scene (Cromwell 

beside the coffin of King Charles) as an exhibition of character and com- 
plex mental emotion is far beyond anything Mr. Wills has done for Charles 
the First." 

[* THE OBSEBVEB '] 

" A valuable contribution to dramatic literature, and the kind of play 
which euthubiasts for the welfare of the stage should welcome. The 
soliloquy over the dead body of the King, a noble poem in itself. .... A 
sound and valuable Flay, full of thought, and rich with poetical ideas.' 
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[' THE EBA.'] 

" A writer possessing remarkable power of grappling with a subject. 
.... We are glad to perceive that the philosopher of Chelsea appreciates 
this Play. A passage spoken by Milton in which the poet prognosticates the 
value of Cromwell's Governm'ent to England, and the high place which will 
be accorded to him in the history of the nation, is most eloquent, having 
much of the fire and spirit we find in the best of the Elizabethan dramatists, 
and is not altogether unworthy of Shakespeare himself. The last speech 
of Cromwell will find an echo in the heart of every Englishman who hears 
it. We commend this Play as one worthy to live and to be incorporated 
in the bright roll of our National Drama." 

[' STTKDAT TIMES.'] 

" It presents a series of historical tableaux of great value and interest, 
and the careiiilly studied psychology of the author exercises its due in- 
fluence." 

[* PUBLIC OPIKION.'] 

" A bold and intellectual grasp of subject, a skilful grouping of charac- 
ters and events, a true love of what is noble, and a manly detestation of 
what is ignoble. Colonel Richards has been fortunate in securing, on the 
whole, a representation of his splendid drama above the average." 

C FIGARO.'] 

" It really contains within it the rare elements of power. Welcome as 
a proof that we have still a writer left who can give us, if called upon, the 
higher drama. The character of Cromwell is sketched, nay, elaborated, 
in the most masterly manner. Some of its scenes are intensely dramatic. 
The scene in the third act is positively thrilling even 'to read. Many of 
Colonel Richards's lines are pregnant with power and beauty, and the 
stamp of a poet's fervour and a loving disciple's admiration is impressed 
upon the whole Play." 

C WEEKLY DISPATCH.'] 
" A standing protest against any who may say that the power of pro- 
ducing the true poetic drama is extinct among English writers for the 
stage." 
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[*THE ATHENJETTM.'] 

" We shall content onrselves with bespeaking for it as far as in ns lies, 
the attention of those who do not ordinarily spare time for works of fiction, 
being confident that whatever be the degree in which they are led to 
sympathise or disagree with the author, no one will easily read it without 
finding, at least, plenty of materials for thought. For amid all the in- 
cidents and anecdotes with which his pages are enriched, Whether we 
accompany him to the purlieus of Deptford, to see low life in its fiercest 
aspect, or are introduced in the Park to the Stingrays and Swellinghams, 
one thought runs through all his descriptions, one philanthropic purpose 
sanctifies his irony, — the thought and purpose which, as we write, is 
present to the minds of all earnest statesmen and which weighs like an 
incubus upon every articulate thinker who can yet see and feel — the 
peaceful introduction and reconciliation of one half of the country to 

another We will not find fault with him for his enthusiasm, 

that in these days is not too common a weakness ; rather let us honour his 
righteous indignation ; nor do we honestly think his facts are overstated. 
. . . . We can heartily commend the book as a useful and a finished 
piece of work, and as containing an excellent story. The characters are 
capital. Tops and * the Downy ' forming the necessary comic foil to those 
more seriously concerned; while in Kitty Dareall we have a penitent 
whose humility exalts her into heroism." 

['THE WESTHIK8TES SEYIEW.'] 

'• All the scenes connected with literature and the newspaper press are 
thoroughly life-like. The descriptions of the theatrical world are also 
equally powerful. Some of the best bits of Mr. Richards' writings may be 
found in the chapter, * The Siren in her Cave.' .... But the book 
is all through thoroughly readable, abounding in sarcasm and in trenchant 
epigrams." 

[THE * STANDABB.'] 

" In this singular novel, with great power and feeling he delineates a 
variety of the aspects of the time. All through the gallery is hung with 
a remarkable variety of portraits. . . . What a * chiel ' is this taking 
notes in Vanity Fair ! That the novel is the most striking and characteristic 
that has appeared for many a day most of its readers will allow. In 
addition to this, its appeal to general sympathy is irresistible." 

['DAILY TELEGBAPH.'] 

•* There can be no mistake about Mr. Richards' cleverness and earnest- 
ness There is within these extremes a very great deal of 

sound abuse — not an unhealthy stimulus in these optimist times; and 
many of Mr. Richards' sins deserve to be forgiven him for the sake of two 
such delightful and suggestive characters as Kitty Dareall and Sir Harry 
Luckless." 

[Second Kotice.] 

** Blanche is very true to life, and her story is told with great beauty 
and pathos." 



['MOBimro FosT.n 

" Considerable talent for- portraiture, knowledge of Society, and dra- 
matic power, evidenced by graphic dialogue. We congratulate Mr. 
Richards on the portraiture of Mr. Stingray." 

['THE EXAMINES/] 

" As long as the 'Iliad/ and as full of digressions as ' Tristram Shandy; * 
none the less is it pleasant. Its sincerity, if nothing else^ will attract our 
attention. It is rare to &id a wholesome hatred for wrong and oppression, 
coupled with a wholesome contempt for hypocrisy and pretence, and above 
all, for sham philanthropy. .... It abounds in incident, it displays 
a really unusual amount of dramatic power, and it bubbles over with fun 
and humour." 

['OBSEBYEB.*] 

" Both in its matter and in its method ' So very Human * stands alone. 

It is as long as ' Wilhelm Meister,' and as excursive as * Vanity 

Fair.' We could wish Mr. Richards were twice as tedious as he is, and 
could find it in his heart to bestow all his tediousness on us. We only 
hope that our readers will enjoy ' So Very Human * as much as we have 
enjoyed it ourselves. It brims over with a merry> half Irish humour, and 
it is so far dramatic that it could with the very least possible trouble be 
turned into a very eflective three-act play— an adaptation which we cannot 
but think from certain slight evidences Mr. Richards has had in view all 
along. Certainly a most effective scene could be made out of Inspector 
Lanner's 'plant' at the Deptford crib/' 

['PUBIIG OPIEIOK.'] 

'* By the power of his graphic delineation of character, and his honest 
denunciation of every kind of sham. Colonel Richards takes his reader 
captive and holds him spell-bound till the very last line on the last page 
is reached, and even then the volumes are closed with regret. In the 
sketches of characters we are forcibly reminded of those of the late Charles 
Dickens. ' So Very Human ' will place its eloquent author's name in the 
front rank of the authors of fiction ; the clear and biting satire reminds us 
strongly of Thackeray's best. It is a long time since we read a book so 
refreshing, so full of vitality, and displaying such a noble purpose. Heartily 
do we endorse what the Colonel has said of the lawyers." 

[THE 'GEAPHIC/] 

** Wonderfully entertaining. The earnestness of a Hugo, joined to the 
vivacity of a Dumas. His pictures of life have the fidelity of photographs. 
A tenderness and pathos which strike us as more characteristic of the 
author than his severe strictures upon society/ 
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[THE 'ERA.*] 

'* Readers who care for powerful writing and unflinching satire, somo- 
what after the manner of Thackeray, will enjoy the book thoroughly. The 
volumes are full of droll anecdotes, unexpected incidents, clever descrip- 
tions, and ironic philosophy. Like his prototype, Tbatskeray, his pen is 
dipped in gaU when he describes the abuses, foUies, and vices, of Society.'' 
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[*ruir.] 

" The book is a wonder— powerfully original. The charming Kitty 
Dareall, whom we must all love, is undoubtedly from a living original.' 
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